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FOREWORD

Tmis play, at which I had been working for over a year,
was finished in July 1914, a few days before the war
broke out. It was to have been produced by Mr. Granville
Barker, and to follow The Great Adveniure. When that
moment arrived, the Germans were at the gates of Paris
—and it was obviously not the time to put upon the
stage a play which dealt exclusively with questions of
sex. That time seems far distant—and, when it has
come, the oonditions, the environment, will be no longer
the same as when the play was written.

Perhaps one of the most definite results of the vast
upheaval that is shaking the world’s foundations will
be the development it will have brought about in the
character, as well as in the position, of women. Before
the war, the most eager and ardent among them were
concerned with problems such as those with which this
little play deals; those problems have become, and will
continue, secondary, although not losing their importance,
which must ever remain acute. During the last two
years, women have given proof of such heroism and
devotion, they have so magnificently, and with such
superb acquiescence and mastery of self, accepted the
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FOREWORD

burdens which fell most heavily upon them, that it seems
almost an impertinence to publish a play in which they
are shown concerned merely with one minor issus,
struggling for a freedom that affects themselves alone.
Were I writing the play to-day, and dealing with the same
theme, I would have conccived a different class of woman
—the one whom events have revealed to us, as also to
herself, as complete mistress of her destiny. But the
play stands, and cannot be rewritten; and, with all its
imperfections upon it, it may yet possess some trifling
value as an indication of the conditions that obtained
before the war.
ALFRED SUTRO

Loxpox, July 1916



THE PERSONS OF THE PLAY

BARTLEY CHAMBERS
LAURENCR TARGILL
RUTHERFORD COLLINS
ToBY PARNING
BALDERTON

MIRIAM CHAMBERS
Eve TARGILL

AGNES BELL

FANNY COLLINS

The time is the present. The action of the play passes within
twenty-four Rours, the scens being roomsinthe CHAMBERS'S
house in Upper Berkeley Street, and the offices of ** Man-
hood,” a weekly pazer, in Henrietta Street.

Nore. The Stage Directions in this book are conceived from the
point of view’of the audience, and must, therefore, be reversed by
the actors performing the play,






ACT I

The dining-room at BARTLEY CHAMBERS'S house in

Upper Berkelsy Street. It is a conventional,
square-shaped room on the ground floor ; windows,
heavily curtained on the left, fireplace on the right,
door at back, opening direct on to a smallish hall,
The room is comfortabls, pleasant enough in its
way, with nothing strikingly original in its decora-
tion or appointments, and no specially feminine
touches. There is heavy modern furniture against
the walls, which are distempered in a bluish green ;
on these hang two or three rather dark pictures of
the Royal Academy order. On a sideboard are the
usual pieces of silver, on a side-table the usual
Slowers—in fact, the room, while by no means un-
altractive, is precisely of the kind to be found by
the hundred in the houses of well-to-do folk in the
West End.

Eight people have just finished dinmer, and are seated
at an oblong table, two at each end, two at the
sides. MiriaM CHAMBERS and LAURENCE Tae-
GILL are at the back, LAURENCE at MIRIAM'S right ;
next to him AcNEs BELL aud then RUTHERFORD
CoLLINS,; next to him, and facing MIRIAM and
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] FREEDOM

LAUReNCE, EvE TamemLL and BARTLEY—then
Fanny Coruing and ToBy ParNiNG. It is a
Jair-sized table, and there s a bit of a gap at both
ends ; the people are all sitting in little groups,
having shifted their chairs after dinner.

BARTLEY CHAMBERS i8 a handsome, sturdy man of
Jorty, with a frank, open face, and a particularly
atiractive voice and smile. LAURENCE TARGILL,
18 about the same age—a long, thinnish man,
vather ugly, but with a curious, uncouth charm
about him, arising from his wvery marked per-
sonality. His face 18 strikingly intellectual, a
trifle dominating and arrogant, perhaps, but with
an occasional sincere amd captivating smile and
a look in the eye that are intensely winning.
RuraERFORD COLLINS 8 short, and inclined to be
stout. He is distinctly of the bon-vivant order—
a clever jface, with a mouth that is half sensuous
and half cynical. ToBY PARNING 48 the oldest of
the party—nearer fifty tham forty, He is a
lawyer, but shows few signs of his profession in
his face, which is long and thoughtful, kindly and
humorous. His black hair 18 grey at the temples ;
he, alone of the men, wears a moustache and a
closely cut beard. MIRIAM €8 a strikingly hand-
somes woman of thirty-two or three, with a superd
JSigure. Her face, in repose, seems somewhat cold
and passionless, but lights up curiously when she
spsaks, or becomes interested in what other peopls
are saying. AGNES BELL i8 about the same age,
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but looks older. Sheis a stately woman, and very
handsome—Dbut evidently attaches meagre import-'
ance to her appearance—in contra-distinction to
the other ladies, who are charmingly gowned, her
dress 18 almost austere, with a striking absence of
any atiempt at ornament. FANNY CoLLINS is
pretty, in a rather common way. She is a little
common herself—and, especially when addressing
her husband, inclined to be waspish. EvVE 1is the
youngest of the party—twenty-eight or twenty-nine,
and looking even less. She is slight, and very fair
—meek and curiously retiring. With a little more
vivacity and expression she would be exquisitely
pretty—she has wonderful eyes, large and lustrous
—but these are usually veiled, or only half-opened,
and rarely allowed to convey much of what passes
within her. The men are all wearing conven-
tional evening clothes; the ladies, while distinctly
avoiding the austerity of AGNES, still have their
dresses cut a little higher than is the prevailing
JSashion, and do not subsoribe to the ﬁ-wolmu
eccentricities of the moment.

As the curtain rises, there i a buzz of talk, in which
all are joining, each with his neighbour. The
butler and two maids have cleared the tabls, leav-
ing coffee-cups and wine and ligueur glasses; a
decanter of port has been placed by the side of
BARTLEY, who sends it round. RUTHERFORD and
BARTLEY are smoking cigars, ToBY a cigaretie—
LAUBENCE does mot smoke, nor do any of the
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ladies. FARNY would have dearly liked a cigar-
eite, but she is afraid to take one, 4s mone of the
other women are smoking. It has evidently been
a very pleasant dinner, and all the guests have
enjoyed themselves, and are feeling jolly. The
servants go, and shut the door. Suddenly ToBy
PARNING, who has been talking eagerly with FANNY
and MIRIAM, says, “ Let's ask BARTLEY. BART-
LEY!” BARTLEY apologizes to EvE, and pushes
his chair round the corner, to the side of FaNNY,
and speaks across her, to ToBY and MIiRIAM.
EvE moves her chair a littls nearer to RurHER-
YoRD—Ahe turns from AGNES, whom he has been
trying to convince, and whispers to her ; she shakes
her head doubtfully. Suddenly he gets on his legs.
Though he has evidently always aoquiesced in the
butler's filling his glass, he is perfectly steady and
self-possessed.
Rurazerorp. Ladies and Gentlemen!

[ZThere is a chorus of disapproval from all,
exoept EVE and AGNES, whp are in the
secret—and they are doubtful. The rest
all turn towards RUTHERFORD, and protest
vigorously, shouting “ No,no! No speeches!
Sit down!”

RuUTHERPORD. [Quite unmperturbed.] Women and
Men!

[M1r1aM, ToBY, LAURENCE and BARTLEY main-
tain their protest, corying “ We don’t want
any speeches! There shan’t bs any
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speeches! EvE and Aaxms look on and
smile—FARNY 8 indifferent. Mizun
throws a lump of sugar at him.)

Ruraerrorp. Though you strike you shall hear
me! To-day happens to be the first anniversary of
Bartley’s becoming Editor—and also Proprietor—of
that highly intellectual journal known to the world
as Manhood /

[The five, who are mot in the secret, surn teo
each other in surprise.

BarTLEY. By Jove! What is to-day ¢

Toy. The 25th of September! He's right!

Mizau. Still, that’s no reason! No, Rutherford,
no! please!

BartLEY. Of course! 8it down, Rutherford! 8it
down! :

RuUTHERFORD. [Blandly, as he takes a puf at his
eigar.] I refuse.

LavurENcE. [Laughing.] We all know how eloquent
you are! But obey your hostess!

Faxxy. He simply can’t miss a chance of——

Tosy. Down you go, Rutherford !

RuTaERFORD. [ZT'wrning on him.] Silence, Man of
Law! And be quiet, the rest of you! I mean
to—

Mirian, Don’t! To oblige me! Please!

Aanes. [Appealing to her.] Miriam dear—after all !
'We ought to drink Bartley’s health!

MiziaM. Then, my dears, drink it in silence!
Bartley—— [She turns to him,
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BARTLEY. Yes, yes—quite right! Laurence, pass
him the port! Drink, Rutherford—and sit down!

' [LAURENCE offers the decanter—RUTHERFORD

waves it aside, with a magnificent gesture.

Ruraerrorp. We are all modest folk—I more than
any [ironical applause round the tadle], and only a
strong sense of duty retains me in this perpendicular
position, :

Migiam, [Laughing.] At least get it over quickly,
Rutherford !

RurHERFORD. I will be brief as—gratitude ; I will
be short—as my wife’s temper! [FANNY puts fer
tongus out at him.] Ladies and Gentlemen! This is
our anniversary. Twelve months ago, to a day,
Bartley, our friend Bartley, forswore the delights of
‘Workmen’s Dwellings and Garden Cities—and joined
us!

Ary. [Except MiniAM and BARTLEY, applauding
loudly.] Hear, hear !

RurHERFORD. We, the rest of us around this table,
were then engaged, as we had been for years, in
educating the people. We had at our head that dis-
tinguished novelist and man of letters Mr. Laurence
Targill—

Ay, [4pplauding loudly.] Hear, hear!

[LAURENGE bows and waves his hand to them.

RUTHERFORD. —Who, from the very beginning, had
conducted the destinies of our weekly oracle. Ladies
and Gentlemen, under Laurence’s control that weekly
might also have been spelt with an “a.”
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Aanes. [Eagerly.] No, no—I deny that! The
paper may not have paid—it didn’t—but the work
was being done, the foundation-stone laid! It was!

RuTHERFORD. [ Turning to her.] Agnes Bell—Doctor
of Science, Bachelor of Arts, and Spinster of All the
Graces:

Acngs. [Half annoyed and half amused.] Look here,
Rutherford

RUTHERFORD. [Turning to the others.] —still has
enough of the primitive female in her—to pluck
unripe conclusions from an unfinished proposition.

TonY. [Laughing.] Then finish it, my lad! Get
on!

RuraERFORD. I am getting on, old Toby of
Lincoln’s Inn! Heaven, a lawyer rebuking delay |

ToBY. Never mind me! Vorwaerts!

[Zhere are cries of “ Yes, yes—get on1” Hes
proceeds blandly, with an occasional puff
at his cigar.

RureERFORD. Weakly we were, I repeat, in the
sense of having a—defective circulation. 'We made
a mighty noise, but there were mighty few to hear
us! Then Bartley came along. Oircumstances had
made Bartley a merchant; marriage and Miriam had
turned him into a philanthropist ; but, in the packing-
room of Heaven, or wherever they contrived the
elements of the Bartley that was to be, ‘ Editor” was
most certainly labelled on his soul! Our journal
has always possessed contributors of extraordinary
talent——
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A1l [Laughing and applauding.] Hear, hear !

Ruraerrorp. Now it rejoices in an Editor and
Proprietor who has made it pay——

BARTLEY. [Beaming.] Not quite—but almost ! Very
nearly! Yes!

Ruraerrorp. And that—there is no other word
for it—is sUBLIME !

AL, [Loudly.] Hear,hear! Hear; hear! Bartley,
Bartley! [BARTLEY smiles happily at them.

Rurazrrorp. [Afler another puff at his cigar.)
Ladies and Gentlemen, one word more, and I have
done. Our motto, on the first page of our journal,
was “ Don’t Be Respectable—but Respect Yourself,”
and to that motto we have clung. We are Politicians
without Party, Enthusiasts without Fads, Moralists -
without Conventions. [Applause.] We attack folly
and superstition without respect for persons, be they
princes, priests, prime ministers, professors, or merely
prigs. We are also, and have been from our origin,
Champions of the Rights of Women.

AxL. [Applauding more loudly than ever.] Hear,
hear!

Rurmerrorp. We have become—more particularly
under Bartley’s guidance—Champions of their Equal
Rights.

[The applause, especially from LaURENCE and
the women, grows wilder than ever. Hs
looks round, with a mischisvous smile.

Ruraxrrorp. I repeat, their equal rights. We
demand—Bartley started us on that, with Miriam
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LAuReNcE. I can’t allow:

Fanny. I'd just like—

[These remarks are simultaneous. The thres
stop and look at each other.

MiriaM. [Laughing.] Good peopleé !

RuTaERFORD. [With a chuckle, as he reaches for the
decanter.] Dear me! Have I said anything——¢

Fanny. [Stingingly.] You know very well that
you've been——

RuraERFORD, Well, they can’t all speak at oncel
I vote for Agnes first.

MiriaM, No, no; we've had enough! [Ske appeals
to AanEs.] It's only Rutherford’s little way !

AcNEs. [Who has been whispering to LAURENCE, who
nods, and sits down.] I really would like—just one
word.

RuTrHERFORD, Let her, dear hostess! And the
others after! why not? [He bangs the table.] Silence
for Agnes! [He fills his glass.

FANNY. [Ads she sits, with a significant glance at the
decanter.] I say, Rutherford

RuTHERFORD. [Blandly.] Admirable wine, dear—
admirable. [He shouts.] Agnes!

AgNes. [Nervously.] Ladies and Gentlemen——

[ToBY whispers to MIRIAM,

RUTHERFORD. [Banging the table, and assuming the
tone of a toastmaster.] Pray, silence for Agnes Bell,
Doctor of Science and Bachelor of Arts!

AcxEs. [Turning to him.] It's you whom I wantto
be silent, Rutherford.
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RuTHERFORD. As the grave !

[He tosses off his glass.

Fanwy. [To Toy.] He’s drinking too much,

Ruraxerorp. 8h, sh!

Acxgs. I hate getting up and talking—not that I
mean I do,as a general rule! Heaven knows I've
done enough of it! But Rutherford has said things
—that I don’t like,

RuraERFORD. Woe is me!

AceNEs. He means well, of course—and, as Miriam
says, I know it's only his way—and, in common with
every woman, I'm grateful to him for the articles he
writes, and has written——

RuTeERFORD. Hear, hear!

Agxes. And Bartley and Miriam know how grate-
ful I am to them. But I hate the idea that, just
to-night, when we’re drinking to Bartley, thanking
Bartley—anything should be said that—that—oh, I
mean, that throws back to the old style of talk about
men and women. Because that’s odious to me—and
is, I'm sure, to us all,

Auv. [Loudly, except RuTHERFORD.] Hear, hear !

RurHERYORD. [Filling his glass.] When Adam
delved, and Eva span——

LavReNce. [Roughly.] Shut up, Rutherford! Let
Agnes have her say !

AcNEs. [With intense earnesiness.] 1 mean—this
thing that we are fighting for is Aoly—yes, it is—
and I don’t like even the suspicion of fun being made
of it. I don’t like this talk of New Women, and so
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Laurexce. I don’t know why he has sprung this
claptrap upon us—but I'm glad of it—because it
gave us Agnes's speech. And I'm with you,
Agnes, in every word you've said! I'd have no
barriers—I'd throw open every door! Husbands
and wives—all right—but, first of all, men and
women !

RurHERFORD. [With & snigger.] What does Eve
think of that ?

[They all look at EvE, who with bent head
has been scribbling on the table-cloth. She
glances up, and smiles.

LAvReNCE. [Who kas also thrown a quick look at her,
going on as breezily as ever.] Eve thinks as I do—I
speak for her as I do for myself.

RuraERFORD. [Enthusiastically.] Hear, hear !

LauneNce. And I'm proud—I'm sure Bartley is—
of the way Agnes spoke of the paper. That’s what
we want it to be! And we owe it all to Bartley.
We'd been muddling away at social schemes—it was
he who came along, and said, “ Women first | ” [He
turns to BarTLEY.] Didn’t you ?

BarTLEY. Yes, yes—I did—I thought——

Tosy. [Laughing.] And Laurence straightway took
the bit between his teeth, and started bolting down-
hill!

LAvReNcE. [Laughing, too.] All right, old Dryas-
dust ! Perhaps I did want to go a little too far. But
he keeps a tight rein on our necks——

Tosy. You need it! A
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LavBENcE. [Gaily.] I daresay I do! And no
doubt we’re the better for it—our circulation proves
that! It's quite true I would have gone further than
he does—fact is, he’s a law-abiding citizen, and I—
ain’t |

RureERFORD. No. Last year’s Romantic Ruffian,
8hop-soiled. Cheap.

LaureNce. [Laughing.] Oan’t any one stop old
Rutherford # And—as we are drinking Bartley’s
health—don’t let’s forget that—just one personal
word! He took over my paper, with its debts—freed
me, I am proud to say it and acknowledge it—from
the load of financial embarrassment that was crippling
me—didn’t want to be editor, I had to force it on him,
realizing, very quickly, that he was a far better man
for the job than I! And we all know what an editor
he ias been! And the sort of fellow he is/ Never
a truer friend or a kinder heart! The beet of us all
—and we're proud of him—and love him! Longlive
Bartley !

[He rises and waves his glass. The others
are following, with shouts of applauss,
RUTHERFORD pushes them back.

RurHERFORD. Wait—wait—not ready yet—got to
hear Fanny.

Miriau. Nonsense, Rutherford. I'm sure she
doesn’t——

RUTHERFORD. [Interrupting her.] Throw open
every door, he said! ‘Well—Fanny’s beap knocking !
Oan’t have Fanny knocking, and doop not open!
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She wants to speak | [He shouts and bangs the table.]
Fanny!

Faxxy. [Snapping athim.] Idon’t want to. Though
it's quite true I did. But only to explain to the
others that it was just your irritating way—that I
know so well—

RureRRroRn. [Thoroughly enjoying himeelf, and
affecting the deepest concern.] Oh, my darling—can it
be——

Fanxy. [More and more irritably.] It's what he
calls his sense of humour—and when that gets mixed
up with port, he’s simply unbearable.

Migian. [Mildly.] Dear Mrs. Colling——

RuTHERFORD. [Stopping MIRIAM, as he rolls delight-
odly in his chair, and goes on okaffing FaNNY.] Angel
child—it's Bartley’s health we’re drinking—and not
mine !

Faxxy. [Completely ignoring him.] And he's just
in the mood—when his one desire is—to annoy
every one, .

RurnErrorn, May I remind—my admirable
wife—

FaxKY. [Losing all control, in her vexation.] I'm
not your wife,

[There is general exclamation. MIRIAM and
AGNEs ory “Oh!” and BARTLEY and
LAURENCE stare. ToBY shrugs his shoulders
and tries to intervene, clears his throat pre-
paratorily. FAXNY gives a look round the
table, and goes on rather contritely.
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Fanny. I don’t know, for the life of me why I
biurted that out just now. Shocked you a bit, I see.
[2%e ladies protest, somewhat politely, except Eve,
who takes no notice.] And I'm rather sorry I said it.
But you'd have had to know some time. Though of
course I don’t often have this privilege of meeting
you. And you mustn’t think J haven't wanted—to
get married.

[She stops abruptly, looks at the table-cloth, and
Plays with her cup and saucer. Thereis a
moment’s rather awkward silence. RUTHER-
FORD remains completely unconcerned, and
perfectly happy. ToBY throws himself into
the breach.

Tosy. Since it’'s Bartley’s health we're drinking, I
ought to put in a word. Because I've known him
longer than any of you—even Miriam! We were at
school together—and at Oxford together—and I can
tell you, he was no end of a swell.

BarTLEY. [Laughing.] Oh, wasn’t I just! Exoept
in exams. The less said of them the better !

Topy. It was I drew up his articles of partnership,
when his father took him in, and he became a Merchant
Prince. It was I who was best man at his wedding
—and oh, Miriam, do you remember the fuss he
made? Did so want it all to be swagger?

BarTLEY. Ha, ha, I did! St. George’s, Hanover
8quare—that was my idea! But not yours, Miriam
—eh ¢

Mirian, No. 7 wanted—a third-class elopement !

B
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ToBy. We compromised with the registry-office in
the Pancras Road. But the temper he was in!
Because he Aas a temper, old Bartley! Ladies and
Gentlemen—this may be a revelation to you—but he
doesn’t show it often—does he, Miriam ?

Mirian, No. Hardly ever. Never to me!

ToBY. A soft heart goes with it—a kind of combina-
tion, he is, of Mary’s lamb and a bull in a china-shop!
And always, through everything, the best and
straightest fellow that walks this earth. Let’s drink
to him. Bartley!

[He has scarcely finished befors RUTHERFORD
—on whom the wine is beginning to tell—he
has been helping himself freely—shouts
“No, no—not yet! Evel” Thers is
protest all round.

Evz. [Startled and shrinking.] No, no!

MiriaM. [Vexed.] This really won’t do!

Fanny. [With a shrug.] I told you—he's im-
_possible,

LAURENCE. [Angrily.] Rutherford, leave her alone!

[These remarks are simulianeous ; they have
no ¢ffect on RUTHERFORD, who goes on
bellowing “*Eve! Eve! Eve!” atthe top of
his voice.

Faxny. [Shouting at him.] You're becoming an
absolute nuisance !

Miriau, Bartley, you really must stop this.

BarTLEY. Rutherford, my dear fellow——
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LAURENCE. You know perfectly well she never—

[These remarks are again simultameous— but
they have not the slightest effect on RuTHER-
FORD, who goes on, in a kind of sing-song,
yelling * Eve, Eve, Silence for Eve!”

Aaxes, [doross his back, to Eve.] Say one word,
dear, to keep him quiet !

RuraERrFoRD. Eve!

LaureNcE. [Really angry.] You donkey !

Ruraerrorp. Eve! Eve! Silence for Eve!l

Acxes. [To Eve.] Anything, dear. Just to stop
him !

EvE. [Turning to them, very slowly and timidly].
Very well—if I must . . . I drink to Bartley too.
I think as you all do about him,

RuraERYORD. [Maliciously.] And freedom, Eve!
‘We've heard Laurence on Freedom! Give us your
ideas!

Eva. [Very startled, as she looks at him.] I don’t
think my ideas—I mean—I—I—

[She breaks down, and bursts into tears. There
8 general exclamation, expressive of sym-
pathy with her, and indignation with
RurHERFORD, who merely wags his head,
and fills himself another glass. AaNms
Jumpe up and goss to EvE—so doss
LAURENCE.

Miriau. Poor little Eve! What a shame!

Topy. Too bad of Rutherford !
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BarTLEY. [Very conmcerned.] Really, really, I'm
frightfully sorry!
Faxxy. That’s Rutherford all over—he likes——
[These remarks are simultaneous. RUTHER-
FORD pays no heed to them, but sips his
port, chuckling blithely to himself. Lav-
RENCE Aas reached EvVE’s side—he puts his
arms round her, sits on the back of her
chair, and tries to comfort her. She dries
her eyes, aud quickly recovers herself, shyly
smiling apologies. AGNES goes back to her
seat.
LaureNce. There, there, darling, don’t cry. It was
a very great shame. Poor little sweetheart !
Mieian. Rutherford, I'm really vexed with you.
I am.
RuraErrorp. Temper the wind, hostess! Temper
the wind !
MiriaM. We all spoil him, that’s the truth.
Roureerrorp. And how about Bartley’s health 2
Oome along, all of you! UP!
Miziau. [Rising, as do all the others.] To Bartley |
And I drink to him—and thank him too!
[They all hold up their glasses—with shouts or
‘“ Bartley, Bartley!” LAURENCE Aas
hastoned back to his place, EVE being now
porfectly tranquil agasn, to get his glass—
he stands beside MiriAM. RUTHERFORD
strikes up ¢ For He’s a Jolly Good Fellow »
—they all join in. When they get to the
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thing outside. But I had the luck to marry Miriam,
And she has taught me what women are, and are
capable of. [MIRIAM makes a gesture.
BARTLEY. [Nodding.] Yes, yes, my dear, I know.
That's enough about that. [He turns to the others.]
You all know! Waell, this paper of ours. I took my
dear friend Laurence’s place—he made me—and, as
he says, I put the women’s movement in the front.
Because, to me—to Miriam and me—that is #Ae
movement—bigger than the others, bound up with
the others, helping the others! Laurence—our fiery,
untamed Laurence—was with us at once—and, as
you know, chafes, sometimes, at my holding him
back. But then, you see, the public—the public’s
like me—the public go slow! And they are beginning
to understand that what we're striving for is the—
the—the beautiful, and not the ugly. That’s all,
Nothing nasty about us—about our work, about our
paper. As Agnes says, freer men and women, and
therefore nobler. Nobler, that’s all—nobler! Our
aim, our ideal—and we're getting there. Thanks to
you—to you all—and to Miriam! Yes—I must say
it—especially to Miriam! And so—so—God bless
you—and may we celebrate many more anniversaries
together.

[He sits, amid great applauss, RUTHERFORD
being specially enthusiastic. Aaxzs, Tosy,
Faxny, LAURENCE, all say nics things to
BarTLEY. MIRIAM lets her hand rest for

a moment on his.
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AgcxEes. Thank you, Bartley !
Fanny. A great little speech!
ToBY. Good man, Bartley !
LAURENCE. Dear old friend !
[These remarks are mnultmuc.
RuTHERFORD. [Sprawling.] A—jolly—good—speech.
Successful evening. Very.
Migiam, [Rising.] Well—now we can go upstairs,
[They all rise, except RUTHERFORD, who re-
mains seated, staring at his glass.
Miriam, Bartley, don’t be long.
[LAURENCE has opened the door. AaNES and
Eve go. FANNY, at the door, turns round.
Fanny. And please don’t let Rutherford drink any
more! Look at him!
RuTHERFORD. [Rising slowly to his feest.] I am—
proudly conscious—of being—worthy of—inspection,
Fanxy. [Tossing her head.] Oh, yes. I know.
RurrERrrFoRD. Orypto—conchoid—syphonostomata.
Faxxy. [With a contemptuous shrug.] Pooh |
[She goes, followed by MIRiAM. LAURENCR
closes the door. They all sit—ToBY in his old
place, BARTLEY next to him, then RuTHER-
roRD and LAvurENoE. RUTHERFORD Aas
undoubtedly drunk too much— but he
manifests this only by an excessive slow-
ness of speech and portentous solemnity of
manner.
TosY, [Merrily, to Rmmonn.] Well, my boy,
you've been having a fine fling to-night !
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we've stuck to—that. Twelve of us—weren’t there
—all men? Three of us—left—of the —twelve
Where are the—others ¢

Laurence. [Shortly.] Never mind the others.

RurrerForp. But I—do mind—We wanted—de-
cent homes—for the workers. Living wage. Reform
of the — Poor-Law. And such like. The public
didn’t care a—damn. Peculiarity of the—public—it
never does care a damn—for things that—matter,
Then we took up the—women—and we’re—booming
—now.

LAvRENCE. [Eagerly.] We always, and from the
very beginning, ¢ took up” the women, as you call it.

RuTHERFORD, [Scornfully.] Oh, yes — the — vote.
But the—public—didn’t care—and the—women—
didn’t care.

[There are indignant protests from the three'
others.

Lavrenoe. That’s not true !

Barrrry. Of course it isn’t !

Tosy. They did—and they do!

LAURENCE, Not care! Haven't we rallied round
us all the brightest intellects in England ¢

RureERFORD. All the—brightest intellecta—in
England—would go into a—cabmen’s shelter—and
there’'d still be room for—you. [His voics becomes
almost dirge-like in its mournfulness,] No—it's the—
Sex business. That bas—done it. All the—women
—buy us—now.
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BARTLEY. [Wrinkling Ais brow.)] What d’you mean
by the Sex business ¢

RureERFORD. Freer—Divorce—Claim to Mater-
nity—Equal Rights—and so on.

LAuRexcE. [Passionately.] And aren’t these things
right ? Don’t you believe in them ¢

RurHERFORD. Yes—when I'm sober. Don’t—when
T'm drunk. And the question is, ought I to lend my
~quite extraordinary gifts——

LAURENCE. [Roughly, as he cluiches the decanter,
and passes it o RurHERFORD.] Here, my lad, drink
some more., You'll be more extraordinary still.

BARTLEY. [Protesting.] No, no, you shouldn’t—-

LAURENCE. Oh, it passes off very quickly with him.
Upstairs, in the drawing-room, he won’t turn a hair.
I know him.

RuTHERFORD, [Unsteadily filling his glass.] Isn't
that—just—what we’re doing? Giving ’em what
they want? But is it good for them ¥ I don’t know.
Is it good for me ¢ [He holds up his glass.] I'm not
sure. [He drinks slowly, saying between gulps]
I’m—not—sure.

Tosy. [Laughing.] Well, don’t worry about Iit.
You'll be quite sure to-morrow.

BarTLEY. [Earnestly.] And TI'll tell you this,
Rutherford—just this—you're wrong in what you’ve
been saying—and, drunk or sober, I can’t let you say
it. I'm giving my life to this movement—I believe
in it, with my whole soul.

RuraErrorp. Miriam does.
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RurnERroRD. [Wagging his head.] Is it, though ¢
Lawks! who'd have thought it !

BarTLEY. We want to give women freedom—but
not to deprive them of their—contract.

Tosy. I say, Bartley, old chap—really—you
needn’t, just now. And, in any event—after all—

BarTLEY. [Earnestly, to ToBY, across the tabls.]
She’s the mother of his child. She has given him
the best years of her life.

Tosy. But scarcely of his class, you know. You
saw that to-night. One must consider that.

LavrENcE. [Indignantly.] Class, Toby! Class!

BARTLEY. Yes—I'm a little surprised. What Aas
that to do with it ¢

Tosy. [Shrugging his shoulders.] Oh, my dear
fellow——

Lavurence. She’s entitled to be his wife! That's
her right !

RuraERrorp. [Looking in amazement from ome to
the other.] My stars—and stripes ! She calls herself
my wife—J7 call her—~my wife. What's the odds ¢

BarTLEY. The odds are, simply, that you could, at
any moment you chose, just send her away.

LAURENCE. And that's monstrous—yes, it is mon-
strous |

BarTiEY. S0 I say to you, Rutherford—you know
how fond we are of you—just think it over—that's
all. Now let’s go upstairs.

[He rises, as do ths others, except RUTHERY¥ORD, who
sits there, drumming his fingers on the table,
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RuTrERFORD, I won't think it over. It's absurd.

BarrtrEY. Rutherford——

RuTrHERFORD. Prepos—pos—posterous.

LAURENCE. [Clapping him roughly on the shoulder.]
Come on—get up.

[BARTLEY and ToBY are standing by the door,
ToBY evidently remonstratingwith BARTLEY,

RurHERFORD. [Waving LAURENCE away.] I write
—women’s articles—when I'm sober—and believe in
'em, right enough. But I'm a—bit of a man, too.
And Fanny’s welcome—to all I have—as long ag—
she goes—on the square.

[He gets unsteadily on to his legs.

LAURERCE. [Turning angrily on him.] On the
square! And who's to be the judge of that ¢ You#?
You're judge and jury !

RuTHEERFORD. [Catching hold of him, with a drunken
enigger.] That's all ri’, old chap. Suppose Fanny
played me the game—that you and Miriam-—are
playing on old Bartley ¢

BARTLEY. [Turning, in the midst of his talk with
Tosy.] Eh ¢

Lavrzxor. [Furiously, as he shakes RUTHERFORD.]
You drunken fool !

Bartiny. [Vaguely, as he takes a step forward.)
What did he say ?

[EvE has come in—the door had opened imme-
diately after RUTHERFORD'S last sentence.
She comes forward—the men all stop, and
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turn to her. She did not hear what
RurHERFORD had said, but is  evidently
struck with the sudden stiliness.

Eve. [4 ltile awkwardly.] Oh, Bartley—Miriam
says you've been down here quite long gnough—she
wantg—

Lavrexcn. [Hastily.] We were just going. If I
can get Rutherford up. Do him good, I think, to
put his head under the pump. Come along!

[He pushes RuTHERFORD to the door. The
shock has completely sobered him, and he
walks with a dreadful consoiousness of what
he has done. BARTLEY’s eyes follow him and
LAURENOR—HFis face gives no sign. At the
door LAURENOE turns and says, * Coming,
you fellows ¢ ” then ke goes, still clutching
Rurnerrorp. Eve, who also has been
watching them, turns to BARTLEY.

Eve. Well, Bartley—Mr. Parning ¢

TosY. |Recovering himself.] Yes. Come, Bartley.

[He takes a step to the door.

BarTLEY. Wait. One minute. [He nods to Eve.]
. All right, Eve. In a minute.

EvE. [With rather an anxious look at him.] You
won’t be long ¢

BarTLEY. No. Oh no.

[She goes, and shuts the door. ToBY turns to
BarTLRY, and forces a laugh.

Tosy. Extraordinary, that chap, when the wine’sin
him! He simply hasn’t an idea of what he'’s saying.
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BARTLEY. [Raising his head, and looking at him.] 1
want you to tell me.

Tosy. [More and more noisily.] Man alive, isn’t this
stupid? He said the first thing that came into his
head. He——

BaArTLEY. Tell me.

Tosy. But good Heavens! Don’t you see yourself
how absurd——

BanTLEY. [Suddenly fresing himself, with a soream.
that is strangled in his throat.] Oh!

[He rushes wildly ous of the room. ToBY has
#ried to clutoh and restrain him—he follows,
orying, ‘‘ Bartley, Bartley!”

THE CURTAIN FALLS QUICKLY






ACT II

[The drawing room at the CHAMBERS's. It is a doubls
room, on the first floor, connected by folding-doors
on the left with another room inside. Thess doors
are at present closed. The windows are at the
back : two long windows of the conventional
ZLondon house, extending down to the floor, with
probably a balcony outside. These windows ars
heavily curtained. Between them are long book-
shelves encased in glass ; on the broad shelf above,
statuettes, photographs of children, and various
knicknacks. In front is & sofa. In the left
corner i8 a cabinet with china—further a revolving
bookoase, with ibrary books, reviews and magaeines
on the top. In the opposite corner a grand piano.
The fire-place is i the cenire of the right wall ;
there is a sofa on ons side of it, by the piano—on
the other side a long setiee, with no back—between
the two, a coupls of armchairs. The door is up
stage, to the right.

Closs to the folding-doors that lead to the inmer room is
a card-table, on whichis a bridge-boz, with markers,
ete. Chairs are placed at each side of the table,

35
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There are flowers, of the conventional order, about
the room, which is empty, when the ourtain rises.

[AcxEs and EvVE coms in, AGNES with her arm
affectionately round her.

AaNms. Poor dear Eve! It was a very great
shame!
Eve. I am ashamed—to have been s0 silly.
Aoxes. Myfault. Ishouldn’t have persuaded you.
EvE. I can’t think what made me, [Ske moves from
AGNES, and sits on the sofa at the back.] You know, it
was very hot down there.
AonEs. It’s very warm here, don’t you think ¢
Eve. Yes. All the windows are closed. I love
air.
Acxzs. I think we might open one.
[She goes to the back, pulls @ curtain, and opens
a window,
EvE. [Rising.] Let me help you.
[She goes to Aaxns, who has already opened the
window. MIRIAM comes in, with FANNY.
They have evidently heen having some sort
of little argument on the stairs.
MiriaM, [Zalking te FANNY as she comes in.] Dear
Mrs. Collins, you really misunderstand me !
Fanny. [4 Uttle sulkily.] I don’t know. I can
see it has made a difference. That's all.
[Mi1n1aM shakes her head. AGNES steps forward.
Aanes. Miriam, we've opened & window, you don’t
mind ¢
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MiruaM. Not at all. Oh, Parkes has put out the
card-table, I see. I don’t fancy we'll want to——

Fanxy. Oh, yes, for goodness’ sake, let’s have a
game. [She goes to the card-table, sits behind it, and
takes out the cards. They are both new packs; she
proceeds to strip the paper off one of them, and then
deals the cards out ons by one, in five little heaps, to
shuffle them. Then, looking up.] 1 suppose we'd
better wait for the men ?

[Eve has wandered to the back of the room,
and is turning over the books on the
revolving stand. AGNES and MIRIAM are
both looking a little uncomfortably at
Faxxy.

Miram. Eveand Agnes don’t play.

Faxxy. Have a double dummy ?

MiriayM, Oh no, they won’t be long.

AanEs. [Going impulsively to FARNY, and sitting to
the left of her.] Dear Mrs. Collins, I'd like to tell you
—one didn’t have an opportunity downstairs——

Fanxy. [Breaking in pettishly.] I was a great assto
say anything. Wish I hadn’t.

MiraM. On the contrary, you were quite right.
What is completely beyond me, is Rutherford
refusing.

FAXNY. [With a shrug, still dealing ous the cards.)
He says he won't till his mother dies.

MiniAx. [Going to the table, sitting, facing AaNEs.]
Why ¢
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Faxxy. Ask him. All black lace and white hair,
his mother. Filigree hands. TAat sort.

Aanzs. You know her?

FAxNY. Bless you, no! I'm not worthy. Bishop'’s
widow—came once, when I was out—he had arranged
that—to see the boy. But I made such a rumpus
that won’t occur again.

Mirian. [Indignantly.] A nice way to treat you!

FARNY. [Indifferently, as she gathers up the cards and
shuffles them.] I'm not “ class” enough for his mother.
Class enough to look after him—and say he’s out
when the duns call, and do all the drudgery—but not
for him to marry. He’sa dreadful snob.

AgnEs. But I can’t understand—he’s so proud of
his boy!

Faxxy. [With a gleam of tenderness.] Yes—he can't
help that—little Wilfrid . . . . And I thought, too,
that because of him . ... Well, he says when his
mother dies. She’s the sort to live to a hundred.
And if she did die, there’d probably be an aunt.

Mir1an. [Very sarnestly.] I'm sorry. I'm very sorry.
I've always thought such a lot of Rutherford. I'd
never have believed it !

AganEs. Nor I. Never!

FaNNY. [With a snigger.] Because of the articles he
writes ¢ Bless you, he has his tongue in his cheek
when he writes them! And I'll tell you more. All
the men have!

MiraM. [Sternly.] You mustn’t say that. It's
absurd.
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Aaxzs. Of course. Oh no, oh no——

Faxwy. [Carelessly, as she spreads out the cards
again, and then gathers them up.] Oh, wait till the
shoe pinches them /

Mmiau. Men aren’t all the same. Very likely some
are not sincere. But not all.

PaNNY. [4s she turns her head, with half & shrug and
Aalf a yawn.] What's Mrs. Targill doing

Evx. [Still turning over the books.] Just listening.

AcxEs. Why not play to us, Eve ¢

EvE. [To Mirian.] Would you like me to ¢

MiniauM. Yes, dear. Do.

[EvE goes to the piano—opens it, without lifting
the wing, and begins to play a Chopin
Nocturne. She plays very softly—when the
others start talking again, as they do almost
smmediately, she plays so sofily as to be
scarcely audible—and, in a minute or two,
leaves the piano, and goss baek to her books.

MiraM. [Firmly.] T'll speak to Rutherford.

FAxxy. [Who has taken out the other pack, and
begun the same process with that] I wouldn't if I were

ou.
¢ Mirian. And Bartley shall too.

Faxxv. [Carelessly.] He won’t mind.

Mirian. We'll seoabout that. If hedoesn’t marry
you, he shan’t be on the paper any more.

Faxxy. [With a shrug.] Lot of good that would do

me. I can only just manage now. The paper’s the
one thing he sticks to.
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Mirian. How can you allow it, accept it ¢

Aqnzs. This is just the sort of thing we're fighting!
But when we women all stand together.

Faxxy, Only you never will, for one thing—and,
for another, there’ll always be the woman like me.
[She stifles @ yawn.] Oh, I do wish we could have some
bridge !

MieaM, [Looking round the room.] Eve dear,
youre by the bell. Would you mind ringing?
‘We'll let the men know we want them. They've
been down quite long enough.

Eve. Shall I go and tell them, Miriam ?

Mirian. It would be very sweet of you, dear.

Eve. I will, gladly. [She goes.

MiriaM. [Bending eagerly over FANNY.] Mrs,
Collins, we haven’t seen you very often. We shall
hope to, in future. And we'll leave this to Bartley.
No, no, I assure you, I'm certain that Bartley——

Faxxy. Rutherford says to me, ¢ You're free, aren’t
you? Isn’t that what women are shrieking for?
Freedom !”

Migiam, [Indignantly,] That’s freedom for men,
not women ! It's quite too disgraceful !

AGNES. Of course. You can’t leave him, because of
the boy.

FaNXY. [Carelessly,as she plays with the cards again.)
You see, I'm one of the betwixts and betweens. Not
like you and Miss Bell. Just got my bit of good
Jooks. And they’re going.

Aaxzs. [Fervently.] There are no betwixts amd- -
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betweens! We all have our self-respect and our
dignity !
Fanxy. Yee, yes, I know. Well, some are, and
some aren’t.
Mirian. Aren’t whatt
Faxny. Fit for it.
Mirianm. Fit for what ? What do you mean ¢
Fanxy. [With a nod in Acnzs's direction.] What
she calls the dignity, self-respect, and all that. I tell
you, there are lots like me.
Migian. [Passionately.] But there shan’t bel That
shall all change!
Fanxy. [With a shrug.] I don’t know. Anyhow—
I'm jolly sorry I let it out !
[Z%e door opens, and LAURENGE comes in, look-
ing very white, and still clutching RuTHER-
FORD, who 8 almost piteously miserable and
ashamed, and completsly sobered by the
shock. LAURENCE stops by the door, gives
a look round the room, and calls quistly,
“Miriam!” She turns to Aim.
MiriaM, Well? Where are the others ?
Lauzeno. Will you come here & moment ¢
[MIrIAM rises and goes to Aim; AGNxs and
FANNY watch them ouriously.
LaAuRENCE. [In a low voice.] This fool—has told.
MiriaM. [With a start.] What!
RuraERroRD. [Twisting his hands.] I'm so—dread-
- - fully—sorry.
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LAURENCE. [Very nervously.] They'll be here in a
minute. Do you think I'd better
Miriam, [Quickly.] Sh, sh. What did he
LaunxNoE. Eve came in, just at the moment.. ..
I don’t know whether he . . . I went out, with
Rutherford. What shall we do?
MiriaM, [Coldly—she has regained complets self-
oontrol,] Fanny wants some bridge.
RureErrorDp. [Moving to her.] Miriam—I—I—
the fact is, I was——
Miriam. [Without looking at him, returning to the
table.] Sit down. . Let’s cut for partners.
[LAureNcE and RUTHERFORD follow her to
the card-table.
Acxzs [dnziously.] Miriam—has anything——
Fanny. [Roughly.] What has Rutherford been up
to now ¢
RuraERFORD. [Miserably.] Oh, good God—I——
MieiaM. [Who has sat to the right of Faxny.]
Cut, Rutherford. And you, Laurence. '
[They both do so, mechanically. She and
FANRY turn up a card.
MiriAM. Fanny, you were the lowest. It’s your
deal.
Fanxy. Yes, I cut a two. I've got Rutherford for
a partner! Not my lucky day, this isn’t.
[LAunExNCE Aas sat opposite Mir1AM, RUuTHER-
FORD between them ; FANNY has offered the
cards to LAURENCE, and nudges his elbow ;
he outs ; she procseds to deal, in complete
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unconcern. EVE comes in—they all turn
their heads to her, except FANNY, who goes
on dealing.
Miriam. [Quietly, to EvE.] Aren’t Bartley and
Toby coming, Eve ?
Eve. Yes. In a minute.
LAURENCE. [Nervously.] Eve—did Bartley—
MiriaM. [Reprovingly.] Laurence—please. Eve,
what will you do? There’s a chair behind you,
Agnes.

[FANNY finishes her deal—EVE wanders to the
piano, and stands with her back to the
others. AGNES remains behind FANNY's
chair. LAURENCE'S face twitches, but he
shows no other sign.

RurHEERYORD. [Who s quits broken-hearted, whis-
pering to Mir1AM,] Oh, Miriam, I

MiriaM. Do be quiet. [She gathers up her cards, as
do the others.] It is hot in here.

EvE. [Turning.] Shall I open the window a little
more ¢

MiriaM. If you would, dear. Parkes always builds
up a huge fire when we don’t want it. Fanny, your
call,

[EvE goes to the window, and opens it a little

more.
FaANXY. [Chuckling over a fine hand.] No trumps.
MiriaM, Two clubs. Rutherford ¢
RuTHERFORD. [Whose Aands tremble so violently he
can scarcely hold his oards.] Oh—
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Mirnn. [Impatiently.] Well ¢

RuTHERFORD. I—pass,

Mirian. Do be on your game. Laurence ¢

LAuRENCE. [Who has scarcely looked at his cards.]
I call & diamond.

Mirian. Don’t be silly—I've gone two clubs,
You'll have to——

FaNxy. Oh, never mind. Two no trumps.

MiniauM. [Looking at her cards again.] Three clubs,
{She puts them down.] Rutherford

RuTHERFORD. [Miserably.] Oh

Mirnan. [Impatiently.] Well?

[The door bursts open, and BARTLEY comes
tearing in. He s frightfully excited—
completely beside himself. He gives a wild
look round, goes to the card-table, amd
bangs his fist on it. TFANNY gets up,
very annoyed at the interruption—AGNES
screams—the cards fall from RuTHER-
FORD'S hands. LAURENCE and Miriam
give no sign. EvE stands by the window,
watching.

MiniaM. [Reproachfully, as she turns to him.]
Bartley !

Barriey, Isit truet

Mir1am. [Steadily.] Yes.

BARTLEY. [Leaning across the table, his fists clenched,
his face almost touching LAURENCE's.] Beast!

[LAvRENCE springs to his feet; ToBY has
comes in, panting, and caiches hold of
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BarTLEY—MIRIAM exclaims under her
breath, but doesn’t stir. FANNY gives
another look at her cards, then, very regret-
Jully, puts them down, and walks away,
with a shrug. AGNES stares at them, wild-
eyed. EvE merely watches.

Tosy. [Clinging to him.] Bartley—what are you

doing ¢

AGNES. [Wringing Aer hands.] Bartley, Bartley !

ToBY. Eve's here! Think of Eve!

[Mechanically BARTLEY turns his head, as do
the others, except MiRIAM, who still does
not stir. EvE stepe forward.

Eve. [Quietly.] Laurence—let’s go.

Toy. Yes, yes—you'd better.

BarTLEY. [Madly, trying to shake off ToBY, who
clings desperately to him.] He shan't go—he shan't!

RureERFORD. [Eagerly, to BARTLEY.] Look here—
I was drunk, that’s all—didn’t mean——

BARTLEY. [Bending over M1n1AM.] You say that it’s
true? Itis?

MigiaM. [Rising, and facing him.] Yes, I tell you.
Yes!

BARTLEY. [Almost foaming at the mouth, as hs yells
at LAurENcE.] You dog! You hound!

[Toby and RUTHERFORD both Aang on to
BARTLEY, who tries madly to get at
LAURRNCE. AGNES is in the doeepest dis-
tress—FARNY looks on ironically, leaning
against the wall. EVE goes quistly to
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LAURENCE, whose mood has changed to one
of defiant anger.

Eva. [Touching Aim on the shoulder.] Come.

Bagrrey. [Madly.] He shan't go, I tell you !

Eve. [Lsaving LAURENCE and taking a step towards
BarTLEY.] Bartley.

BARTLEY. [Turning haggardly to her.] Yes?

Eve. [Shaking her head.] Don’t. . . . [She moves
to the door, and calls.] Laurence!

LaugeNcR. [Sulkily, as he goes to her.] All right.
[As he passes BARTLEY, he looks at him truculently.]
But I don’t want Avm to think.

BARTLEY. [T'rying his hardest to shake off ToBY and
RureErFoRrD.] The low scoundrel, the ruffian

LAureNcE. [Shouting.] Don’t yell at me like that !
Don’t call me such names!

BarTLEY, I've paid his debts —I've given him
money

Miriam. [Scornfully.] Money !

LAURENCE. [With a twrn towards BArTLEY.] Look
here—I won’t have that—I won’t——

EvE. [Stepping between them.] Come.

LAuReNcE. [Sulkily.] Yes. Only

Eve. [With authority.] Come, I tell you!

LAvuRENCE. Miriam—shall I?

Miniau. [Feverishly.] Yes, yes, of course! Go, all
of you—please!

[Eve takes LAURRNCE by the arm; he goes
very reluctantly, muttering defiance—while
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BARTLEY yells incoherently at him, still
struggling with ToBY and RUTHERFORD.
RUTHERFOD. [Releasing his hold as soon as the door
has closed, with a movement towards Mir1AM.] I'm so
—dreadfully—sorry——
Fanxy. [Clutching him roughly by the shoulder.)
Come along! No good your saying any more!
RuraErrorp. [Miseradly.] Miriam——
Mirnx, Go, go!
RuTBERFORD. [ 70 BarTLEY.] You know—1I wasg——
Fawwy. [Pushing him along.] How much oftener
do you want to tell them that? [She gets him to the
door.] And just my luck! The very best hand I've
ever held in my life!

[She pushes him out—he is still muttering
excuses. She closes the door after them—
and can be heard outside, saying,*‘ A hun-
dred aces, and seven diamonds, to the
king, queen, knave!”

ToBY. [Releasing BartLEY.] Now, for Heaven's
sake, Bartley! And you, Miriam—a moment of
calm: Pride, of course, and all that—oh, yes. But
don’t play with him now! Don’t you see he’s nearly
off his head? You’'ve been friends with Laurence, of
course. Resented Bartley’s tone, his questions. But
what on earth makes you——

MiriaM. [Firmly.] That's no use, Toby. He asked,
was it true. And I said, yes. It is!

BARTLEY. [Roaring.] You!
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[His movement is so fierce that ToBY dlutches
him again in alarm.

Tosy. Bartley, Bartley!

BarTLEY. You hear what she says! You hear!

Agxzs. 8he's your wife, Bartley !

BARTLEY. Don’t talk to me! Go away!

ToBy. We can’t leave you like this! Miriam, I do
beg of you—

MiriAM. [Feverish and exalted.] I ought to have
told him before! I ought to have told him myself.

BarTEY. Told me! That’s all she thinks of!
That’s all |

MiriaM. And I'm glad that he knows! I'm glad!

BarTLEY. You are, are you? That’s fine! Waell,
Ae shall be, too, when I get him! You wait!

Tosy. Bartley, control yourself | You must, really!
You must !

BARTLEY, [Turning on him.] Why don’t you go?
‘What business is this of yours¢ [He turns to AeNEs.]
And you, too, over there, with your fine speeches!
Why don’t you leave us? This is our affair, isn’t it ¢
Go!

ToBY. [Clutching him again.] Bartley, Bartley, ¥
say! What are you thinking of? what are you
doing? Your eyes are starting out of your head—
you look like a murderer! Control yourself, for
God’s sake !

[In hisblind fury, BARTLEY raises an arm, as
though to strike ToBY—then he suddenly
collapses—Fhis body goes limp—he would

D
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have fallen, but for ToBY, who catches him,
and drags him to the settle by the fire.

Agxzs. [With a cry.] He has fainted !

[M1r1AM, who has never moved from the card-
' table, seems suddenly to awake—she goes
anxiously to the others.

TosY. [Bending over him.] No, no—just give him
a glass of water. . . . Don't worry—he has been like
this before. . . . Js there any water? [MIrIAM kas
gone to the bell—he stops her.] No, no, don’t ring—
we don’t want the servants——

|AGNES fishes a emall bottle of salts out of her
bag and gives it to ToBy.

ToBy. Yes, yes—here, smell this. . . . That's right
—he’s better. . . . [He turns to AaNes.] Isay, won't
you go? Don’t you think¢? Just leave me—perhaps
I can—

AgcxEs. [Shaking her head.] Wait.

[BarTLEY dlowly comes to, breathing very
heavily, MIRIAM stands ot the back of the
room, watching him. AGNES is on one side
of BARTLEY, ToBY on the other.

BARTLEY. [Completely broken, in a low wail.] Oh,
my God! Oh, my God!

AoxEs. [Gently.] Bartley—

BARTLEY. Agnes, Agnes! Oh, Agnes, think of it}

Aanzs. Bartley, listen. This is a great blow to
you. Itis—to me. But meet it like & man, Bartley
—like the man that you are.
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BarTLEY. [Faintly.] It was the . . . suddenness.
It was the . . . shock.

Aaxzs. I am fonder of you two than of anyone in
the world. [Ske takes his hand—holds it in hers for a
momend, then goss to MiriM.] Miriam, think only
now of what he is suffering. [She kisses her.] Come,
Toby.

TosY. Yes, yes. . .. [He is deeply moved, and turns
slowly jfrom BARTLEY fo MiriaM.] Bartley—the
outside world’s going on—'busses and trams are

running.
Acxzs, [4¢ the door.] Come.
ToBY. Yes, yes. . . . But I mean , . . there are

millions and millions of people . . .

[He looks at them again, then goss abruptly,
Jollowed by AGNEs, who closes the door.
There is a moment's silence. MIRIAM
stands whers she did, scarcely moving :
BARTLEY, still breathing Aeavily, is staring
into the fire.

BARTLEY. [In a low voics, without turning his head.)
Well ¢

Mieau. [@ently.] I am sorry to have given you
this pain.

[BARTLEY warms his hands mechenioally at
the fire. MIRIAM drops into a ohair by
the card-table.

BarrtLy, [Still not looking at Rer, and in the same
dull, dased voice.] I thought you loved me,
Mirian. I do.
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BarTLEY. [Looking at her in surprise for a moment,
then turning to the fire again.] That's odd—that’s
very odd. I don’t quite understand. You love me
—and you are his—mistress ?

Migiam. [With an impatient gesture,] That’s a
loathsome word—please don’t use it. I am nobody’s
mistress—I am my own mistress.

[BARTLEY gives a faint shrug—thers is again
a moment's silence.

BarTLEY. The two children upstairs—are they
mine ?

MirwmaM. You're not quite yourself yet.

BarTLEY., Then I suppose they are. I should be
sorry if they weren’t. But would you tell me—if
they weren’t

Miriam. [Restlessly.] That's not the way to talk to
me. If you're going to talk like that, it won’t help
us. I could have denied it all, couldn’t I? Ruther-
ford would have gone on his knees, withdrawn
everything. And of course you'd have believed me.
Wouldn’t you ¢

BaRTLEY. Yes.

Miriay, I wouldn’t do it. I hate lies—I don’s
lie. I loathed your not knowing. I wanted you to
know.

BARTLEY, [T'urning to her again.] Then why didn’t
you tell me?

Miriau, [Slowly.] I suppose it was something of
the—old-fashioned woman in me—that kept me from
telling you. I meant to, again and again. Then I
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said, to-morrow. I'm ashamed enough! But now
you shall know all—all—and you may be perfectly
certain that what I'm saying is absolutely true. Till
a few months ago you had been the only man in my
life—I had never even thought of another man. Do
you believe that ¢

BarTLEY. Yes.

MiriaM. Then—Laurence—— [Ske stops.

BarTLEY. You love him %

Migiam. [Shaking her head.] No,

BARTLEY. [Still in the same dull, quiet tone.] Come,
come, that's absurd, isn’t it ? Would you have—done
this-—if you hadn’t loved him? You're not that sort
of woman, Oh no.

Miriam. [Rising, moving swiftly to the settle, and
sitting beside him.] Wait—wait—and listen. You're
quite calm now—jyou’re splendid—and that makes it
easier for me to tell you. And all—all—hiding
nothing! I want you to understand that you are the
one man I love.

BARTLEY. [Turning to her in amazement.] 1%

MiriaM. [Nodding.] Really love—yes. And he—
hasn’t interfered.

BarTLEY. [Knitting his brow.] What ?

Miriam. That's difficult for you to believe—but
you willl As I would have if there’d been some
other woman—if, for instance, you and Eve—

BARTLEY. [Amazed.] Eve! Good heaven! You
never imagined

MizriaM. She’s dumb with the rest of us—you're
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the one person she talks to, or cares for. But I
knew, of course. I just mention her because, if it
had been, I'd still be quite sure that Eve, twenty
Eves, couldn’t take you, the real you, from me.

BarTLEY. And that’s how you want me to think
about you and Laurence ¢

Migian. If you can. I don’t know whether you
can. It's the test.

BarTLEY. You haven’t done this—to test me ¢

Miniam. I did it because I kad to do it.

BarTLEY. Why—if you didn’t love him ¢

Miriam. I didn’'t Anow, then, that I didn’t love
him. But the truth is that he doesn’t matter—that
he's outside—call it a freak, a caprice, what you
choose! No—wait, wait, let me go on. I want
you to see—right down into me. I want to speak
to you—as I would to God—were He judging me!
Ever since we've been married—or at least for the
last few years—it has weighed on me—jyes, yes, it
hag—been like a load and a burden—that I wasn’t
free—belonged to you, that was the word, beoause 1
.had married you. And I'm not a morbid woman—
I mean, I'm healthy and normal—it wasn’t that side.
But again and again I've said to myself—or some-
thing rebellious inside me has said—it’s not because
you love Bartley—as you do, as you do—that he must
be the only man in your life—but because you're his
wife, and you've go¢ to. You see ¢

BarTLEY. [Shaking his head.] No.

Mirtam. [With intense eagerness, the words pouring
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you were no longer the jailer—but the man, the one
man in the world, whom I loved, or could love. Free
again—yes, I was free—and, being free, wanted—
you !

BARTLEY. [Speaking with tervible difficulty.] But
still—you and he—I mean——

Mirian. [Turning to him.] What ?

BARTLEY. You met—again ¢

MiriaM, [Carelessly.] Yes, yes—once or twice.
Something foolish—a kind of prudishness almost—
kept me from telling him—that he’d just been a pebble
I'd picked up in the road—a key I had found—that
unlocked myself—and you! But now it will be very
simple—and he fades away—goes back to his place,
his poor place. . . . Oh, I'm so glad you’ve listened
to me like this! This is what I had hoped, had
expected ! I saw us two talking, as we're doing, soul
to soul !

BarTiry. I made a dreadful scene , . . didn't I'%

Minian. That wasn't your fault—it was mine. I
ought to have gone to you, very simply, and told you.
You’d have understood then, as you do now !

BarTLEY. [Still faintly, and almost crushed under
the blow.] Yes—in a way. I do understand—in a way.

MiriaM. Of course! I've been through the fire,
Bartley—taken my love for you through the fire—
and looked at it there. Now the future is clear—
with no doubts, no unhappiness—the future I've
chosen—with you! ... Well—that’s all. You've
heard everything now, You've heard the truth,
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BarTLEY. [Slowly.] I believe you kavs told me the
truth, Miriam.

Miriau. [Happily.] I knew that you would—I
knew that you would !

BarrTrEY. [Twisting and untwisting his fingers.)
I've a glimmering of what you mean—yes, I
have. . . . I'm mnot pretending that it isn’t a
. « . shock. You see, it’s rather difficult .. . for
a man. . .. But I believe you—I do. And I—
forgive, Miriam.,

MiriaM, [Restlessly.] Oh, Bartley, Bartley, you
haven’t understood, if you say that !

BarTLEY. Perhaps that wasn’t—quite the right
word. Don't let’s bother about words. Of course
you don't realize—what this means—to me. But
never mind that, I do understand—in a way,
Miriam. That what you've done—It wasn’t quite
you—my you—who did it.

Mirian. [Nodding.] No. Another person alto-
gether. A prisoner escaping !

BARTLEY. [Still twisting and untwisting his fingers.]
Yes, yes, I'm sure you have told me the truth, . ..
It was ... something outside. The something—
wild—there always has been in you.

MiriaM. Yes.

BarTLEY. I was conscious of it—yes, I was—I
know I was, now. Though of course I never imagined
—[he pulls himself up with a jerk] but that’s gone
now—it’s gone! And you've come back tome! Zhat’s
what I must remember—just that.
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Mirian. [Fagerly.] Oh, Bartley, I can’t tell you
how happy you make me!

BartLEY. I mustn’t look on you as though you were
an ordinary woman. . . . The difficulty now, of
course, is about Aim. I don’t want to turn him away
from the paper.

Miriau. No, no.

BarTLEY. His paper, after all. I doun’t want to be
vindictive—to punish. And I'll leave my money in
it, too. We'll go out of it, you and I

Migiam. [Looking at him with surprise] Why
should we ?

BarrixY. [Turning and staring at her.] Why %

MiraM. Yes. You're doing such splendid work
there.

BARTLEY. [After a moment's bewildered pause.] But
—my dear—I must either send Aim away—or give up
the editorship—mustn’t I? You see, he comes every
day—does a lot of work there. I can’t meet him
again.

Mirian. Oh, Bartley—isn’t that foolish ¢

BarTLEY. [Shaking his head.] No, no, only human,
I'm only—an ordinary man, you know. And besides
—isn’t it obvious that we must cut ourselves adrift
from the paper—if only to prevent your meeting him ¢

Miriau. [Open-eyed.] To prevent my—

BarTLEY. Of course, of course.

Miniau. But—haven't I told you——

BARTLEY. [Nervously, looking hard at her.] Yes,
yeos. But, naturally, you must never see him again,
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[4 shadow comes over her face, something of disappoint-
ment.] You mean that—surely you meant it!

MiriaM. [With a slight shake of the head.] No.

BartLEY. You didn’t!

Mirian. [With a little shrug.] Come, come, can it
matter—in the very least bit—whether I see him
again or not? You know that !

BarTLEY, [Firmly.] Miriam, you must not see him

in.

Mir1aM. [With a frown.] Must, Bartley ?

BARTLEY. [With an effori—a mighty effort.] Yes,
yes, my dear—really. I accept everything. T’ll
never blame you—never reproach you—not even in
my mind. But, obviously, it must be ended.

Miriam. It is.

BarTLEY. I must be sure that it is.

MiriaM. But haven't I told you—

BarTLEY. My life wouldn’t be bearable—I couldn’t
live.

Migiam. [Reproachfully.] Bartley!

BarTLEY. The mere thought that you might be
with him again——

Mieiam. Be with him ¢ Oh, my dear—need you
be afraid! Bartley, you've been sosplendid! Don't
spoil it !

BarTLEY. [Looking steadily at her.] After all, you
know—after all—you’ve only given me words—words
that mean nothing—unless you prove them.

Miram, [Proudly.] My having spoken them—
proves them !



FREEDOM 61

BarTLEY. When you're not there—before me—
can’t you imagine my dreadful doubts? No, no,
don’t be angry. I'm not asking much. I've never
enquired, hitherto, where you went, or whom you
went with. I won’t in the future. Just make this
little concession, Just promise. :

Miriam. [Eagerly.] But think what it is you're
asking! As though you didn’t believe me! As
though I weren’t giving him up of my own free will!

BARTLEY, [Trembling with suppressed excitement.]
Miriam, Miriam, you're making it hard for me—
harder than I think you should. You don’t know
how nearly I went under. I'm standing on tiptoe
now, trying to look—above things. Above—facts.
Miriam. Because—it’s rather dreadful to—speak of —
but—you know—jyou told me—it’s not broken off—
yet.

MiriaM, I believed that I loved him—and found
that I didn’t—but only loved you! Isn’t that
enough? Surely, surely, you can be satisfied—with
that !

BARTLEY. [With an intense fierceness and passion he
can only partially control.] When was the—last time
—you met ¢

Miriam. [With a scornful shrug.] I've forgotten.
And what does it matter ¢

BARTLEY. [With a vindictive glance at her.] Well,
you see—it does—to me. You were prevented, you
said, by some sort of—prudishness., . . . That word
stuck in my throat. 8o I'll tell him myself.
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Mirian. [4dngrily.] You!
. BarTLEY. [Nodding.] Yes, I. . . . Oh, perfectly
quietly—don’t be afraid—just as we’re talking now.
Merely that you've — promised — never to see him

again,

MiniaM. [Excitedly, as she rises] Bartley!

BaRrTLEY. [Rising too.] 1 must insist on that.
Really I must. .

Miriam. There’s not the least reason. I'll tell him
myself.

BartLEY, No. I will.

Mirian. [Feverishly.] It's a matter for me—only
me. I’ll tell him—when I want to. And I'll see
him—whenever I want to!

BarTLEY. [Doggedly, shaking his head.] No. You
must promise.

MiriaM. Think what & position you'd be putting
me in! As though I'd done something wrong !

BarTLEY. And haven't you?

Miniam. No! I was free to do what I liked—I
am still—I must feel that I'm free! And I can't
look at it like that! Don’t put it like that !

BaRTLEY. [Exoitedly, beginning to lose conitrol.]
- Never mind the way I put it! The words that I
use! Just do it—for me!

Mirian. You've no right to ask it!

BARTLEY. God in Heaven, I haven't the right!

Mirux. I couldn’t respect myself for an in-
stant——

BarTLEY. Never mind yourself—think of me !
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MiriaM, I think of you when I think of myself—
I think of our future!

BARTLEY. [Grinding his teeth.] You know, there
are limits. Don’t try me too far.

Mirnam, [With a cry.] Iseewhat it is! You don’t
believe me !

BArTLEY. No, no, I don’t.

MieiaM. When I've told you that, in the world,
only you——

BarTLEY. All Ido believe is—that the last time you
met—and who knows, perhaps the next time——

Miriam, [Passionatsly.] Very well then—very well |
These are matters for me! I belong to myself! I
am free!

BARTLEY. Precisely. So I am sorry if it hurts
your respect—your quaint self-respect—but you'll
do what you’re told, you hear? You'll obey!

Miz1au, [Defiantly.] I will not !

BARTLEY. [Moving threateningly towards her.] But
I tell you you will!

Miriam. All that's truest and best in me——

BarTLEY. [Jeering loudly.] Truest and best! Oh,
listen to her! She has been this man’s mistress,
and talks of what's best! Tells me she loves me—so
thinks I'll consent, and won’t mind ¢ So tha#’s what
you've thought of me? Well, you've been wrong—
I'm not that sort at all. And you'll never see this
creature again—do you hear ¢

Mir1aM. [Reireating in alarm.] Bartley, Bartley,
don't get so wild
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BARTLEY. [Clutching her round the throat.] And as
for your Freedom—to Hell with your freedom—if
that’s where it leads you! You're my wife—and I'll
have no other man near! And you'll swear to me—
you who never tell lies—you’ll swear——

Miriam. [Clutching his hands.] Bartley—you're
hurting me——

BARTLEY. [In mad fury.] Damn you! Swear !

MiriaM. [Gasping.] Bartley!

BARTLEY. [His fingers tightening round her throat.]
You won’t—eh—you won't? I'm to wallow, am I?
Lie in the mud, for him to walk over ¢ Yes, yes, I
see—that's very pretty. Well, wait a bit, wait—
we'll see about that. . . .

[His grasp round her neck tightens—he is
absolutely blind with fury—she gives a
wild soream. He unclasps his fingers, and
lets her go—ehe sinks on to her knees. He
stares wildly at her for an instant—then
rushes out of the room. She rises slowly—
the hall-door is heard to bang. She runs
to the window, puts her head out, and calls
¢ BARTLEY, BARTLEY ! "—then she checks
herself, and comes back into the room,
haggard and dishevelled.

THE CURTAIN FALLS SLOWLY



ACT III

BaryLEY CHAMBERS'S private room at the offices of

“ Manhood.” The walls are distempered and bare ;
everything about the place is of the simplest, and
there are practically only the barest necessitics. In
the centre of the back wall, facing the spectator, isa
glass door, with an inscription outside, * MAN-
Hoop. MR. BaRTLEY OHAMBERS. PRIVATE.”
This door only opens from within, and leads to
a passage. The wall slopes to the right; in the
middle of it i8 another door, open at present, which
leads to the offics, part of which, containing a
table or two, chairs and so forth, is visible. In
BARTLEY'S room, at the back, in the angle formed
by the walls, is an old-fashioned washstand,
with jug and basin inside, which, when closed,
looks like a writing-desk. It is closed now.
Against the wall there are cupboards, a couple of
shelves with books of reference, a series of files.
To the left there is a table, BARTLEY'S table, covered
with papers and manuscripts under weights ; also
two or three letter-baskets, all very neat and tidy.
Behind this table, a revolving chair, an arm-chair
immediately to the right of that, and, beyond, set &
little aslant, a horsehair sofa. Against the right
wall, and parallel with it, another table with
65 B
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chairs. A shabby carpet covers the floor ; there is
a rug under BARTLEY'S chair. On the left wall
are three rather narrow windows, dingy, and not
very clean, and a skylight in the sloping roof.

When the curtain rises, TOBY is sitting at the table to the
right, going over a brisf and making notes on the
margin with his fountain pen. BALDERTON, an
elderly olerk, is busily writing at a table in the
outer office. A door is heard to open and close.
BALDERTON jumps up, and i heard off, talking to
RUTHERFORD.

RuraErrorp. [Off] Mr. Chambers not yet come ¥

BarpErtoN. [Off.] No, sir. Not yet. Mrs.
Chambers has rung up two or three times, sir.

RureERroRD. [Off] Ah.

BaLpErTON. [Off, anxiously.] Anything wrong,
sir?

ToBy. [Shouting, ke had looked up the moment he
had heard RUTHERFORD'S voice.] Rutherford!

Rurrerrorp. Hullo! [He comes in.]

Tony. Shut the door. I say, no need to tell
Balderton.

RuTHERFORD. [Who has closed the door, and gone
eagerly to ToBY]. I wasn’t. Any news of Bartley ¢

Topy. He rang me up half an hour ago, asking me
to come here.

RurrERFORD. Rang you up—from where ¢

Tosy. I don’t know. I've told Miriam, of course.

RouraERrORD, She thought he might bhave been
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with me. [He drops into a chair] I could cut my
tongue out{
Topy. That infernal drink of yours. But I
suppose it was bound to get known, sooner or later.
RurHERFORD. [Anaiously.] Toby—what will hedo ?
Tosy. I don’t know. Don't let's talk about it. [He
turns to his brief.] You'll excuse me, won't you ¢
[Thers is @ moment’s silence ; he reads through
his brief again.
RurrERFORD. [Fidgeting] I say, Toby—what
will he do?
Tory. [Fretfully, without looking up.] How the
blazes should 7 know ¢
[Heavy footsteps are heard in the corvidor out-
side; a key is inserted in the lock of the
glass door, and BARTLEY comes in. He is
still in his evening clothes, but his overcoat
18 buitoned to his chin, and he wears an old
soft hat. He is unshaved, and looks
haggard and worn. ToBY and RurHER-
FORD both jump up.
BarTLEY, [With a frown at sesing RUTHERFORD.]
Oh—
RuTHERFPORD. [Hagerly, as he goes to him.] I say,
Bartley——
Bartiey. [ Waving Aim away.] Don’t. I want to
speak to Toby.
RureERroRD. Do let me tell you——
BarTLEY. Look here—you marry Fanny.
RuTHERFORD. [Staring at Aim,] Marry Fanny §
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BArTLEY. [Nodding.] Yes.

RuTHERFORD. [Energetically.] I'm damned if I do!

BARTLEY. [With a grim chuckle.] He's damned if he
does. All right—then just ask Balderton to ring up
my house, and tell Parkes to bring me up some
clothes, will you ¢

RurHERFORD. Yes. But, Bartley, where have
you—

BARTLEY. [Irritably.] Oh, run along, do, like a
good chap. And tell Balderton, too, that I'm out to
every one.

[RUTHERFORD goes jinto the outer office, and
shuts the door. BARTLEY takes off his hat
and overcoat, and throws them on to a
chair ; then takes off his coat, his collar and
tie, opens the washstand, pours water into
the basin, and plunges his head in. He
keeps it there for two or three seconds—
then comes out, gives himself a shake, opens
a drawer, takes out a towel, and proceeds to
dry himaself.

BARTLEY. Br-r-r-r—that'’s good.

ToBY. [Who has been standing quietly, looking at
kim.] Where /ave you been ?

BARTLEY. [Carelessly.] Oh, walking about—just
walking about. [He gets out a brush, and brushes his
hair, standing in front of the little mirror in the cover
of the washstand.] You've heard ?

Toby. Agnes and I were with her ever since three,
She was in a dreadful state—wild with anxiety.



FREEDOM 69

BarTrEY. [Indifferently.] Ah.

[He starts washing his hands.

Tosy. I rang her up, as soon as I heard from
you. ‘

BARTLEY. That’s all right.

Tosy. What kave you been doing ?

BArTLEY. [Drying his hands.] I told you—walking
about—just walking about. Fell asleep in a field
somewhere—got turned off, and fell asleep somewhere
else. Didn’t wake till eleven. Had quite a long
sleep. [He has gone to his overcoat, and produces a
parcel, which he unties—it contains a collar and tie; he
proceeds to put them om, standing in front of the
mirror.] A pretty proceeding for a respectable man,
eh ¢ ’

Tosy. But what possessed you to bolt out of the
house like that ?

BARTLEY. [Turning, and looking at him.] Didn’t
she tell you ?

Tosy. No.

BarTiEY. [Slowly.] No man ever came nearer
killing a woman than I did last night, Toby.

Tosy. [Aghast.] What !

BarTLEY. I had my fingers round her throat—and
my one desire was to kill. [He turns to the mirror
again, and adjusts his tie.] Just as well I cleared out,
don’t you think ¢ [He goes to a cupboard, takes out his
office-jacket, puts it on, and buttons it.] Bo. I look a
little more—conventional—now—or shall, at least,
when I'm shaved. [He passes his hand over his chin,
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as he looks into the mirror.] The tie’s not up to
much. A bit gaudy. The cabman bought that.

ToBy. [With an impulsive movement towards him.]
Bartley—

BarTLEY. [With 6 nervous gesture.] Wait—wait—
don’t you dothe talking—let me. [He goes to his table,
and sits in his chair at the back of it.] Good of you to
come, Toby.

ToBY. [4ffectionately, as he drops into the chair by
his side.] My dear fellow——

BARTLEY. [Stopping kim again.] Now tell me—
how does one set about the divorce business ¢

TosY. [Raising his eyebrows.] Divorce?

BARTLEY. [With @ shrug.] What else? One always
reads in the papers that the wife left the house.
‘Well—supposing she doesn’t—or won’t? She prob-
ably won't. I can’t turn her out—eh ?

Tosy. But—but—Dbefore we go into that——

BARTLEY. [Impatiently.] But we must go into that.
It's precisely for that I've sent for you. I want to
start proceedings at once—well—there is the difficulty.
‘Where’s she to go to?

ToBY. [Earnestly.] I think divoree is quite out of
the question, Bartley.

BARTLEY. [Restlessly.] 1 can’t help what you think
—I don’t care what you think! Forgive me, old
chap—I don’t mean that unkindly. But you're just
my lawyer now, you know, and mustn’t——

Tosy. I think you might let me——

BarTLEY. No, no,I won't. Quite useless, really.
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To»y. [Crossing his legs.] You told me once before
I was only your lawyer—and wouldn’t listen. It
didn’t turn out well,

BarrLEY. What do you mean?

ToBY. When you shipped your brother off to
Australia,

BarTLEY. [Impatiently.] My brother! He bhad
robbed and stolen! What has that to do with us now ?

Toby. He was only a boy. You high-principled
men haven’t much pity.

BARTLEY. [Angrily.] That's abominably unjust—
abominably.

Tory, I don’t know., You were in one of your

_blind furies then—neither your mother nor I could
stop you. And the boy became a mere waster.

BARTLEY. [Qetting up nervously, and pacing the
room.] If he'd stopped here, you don’t know—no one
does. And I dare say I was wrong—I've regretted
it often enough—good Heaven, haven’t I! But what's
the sense of bringing that in? This is a different
matter altogether. My wife—do you understand
that—my wife! '

TosY. [Looking sympathetically at him.] Yes. 1t's
dreadful—oh, dreadful. But I do wish you’d let me say
one word to you, [BARTLEY makesan angry movement.]
No, no—sit down—just a moment. It commits you
to nothing.

[BARTLEY mutters sulkily, goes to his table, and
sits; hé shifts things restlessly from onme
place to another.
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Tosy. I won’t waste time telling you how sorry I
am. But I'm a lawyer, and see a good deal. And
look here—it’s rather a horrid thing to say, perhaps—
but do you think very many women—do you think
there are many women—who're what we call “faith-
ful” to their husbands ¢

BarTLEY. [Furiously, as he bangs his fist on the
table.] What!!!

TosY. [4lmost apologetically.] It sounds beastly, of
course. But I mean it. A good number keep on
the track. There are some who’ve never been tempted.
But then—Ilet’s be honest—those are the dull ones.
And the others, who do run straight—they’ve been
afraid to, that's all. They’ve wanted to, often enough.
They've just been afraid.

BARrTLEY. [With indignant scorn.] That’s your man-
of-the-world talk. Don’t give it to me—it's no useto
me. And I don’t believe it, and never will,

ToBY. And yet there’s some sense in it. I'm not
defending them, mind you.

BARTLEY. In any event it doesn’t apply. Last
night I swallowed everything—I did—and you don’t
know the things she said to me last night! I sat
there, and swallowed them. All I asked was that she
should give this man up. She refused.

Topy. Come, come, let’s be accurate. You told her
she must never see him again. ’

BarTLEY. And wouldn't you, eh—wouldn’t you ¢
Just tell me what you would have done ?

TosY. I'm not married. I've been afraid to, perhaps.
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But—Bartley, there’s this, You’ve had your fling—
other men’s wives

BirTLEY. Not since I've been married—no man
could have run straighter! Well—that's enough,
isn’t it? You’ve had your say—and pretty poor stuff
it was. Now the only question is—will you act for
me in the divorce ?

Tosy. [Skortly.] No.

BARTLEY. [With a shrug.] Very well, then—I'll get
some one else. Whom do you recommend ?

Topy. There’s nolack of lawyers. But I don’t want
you to think I've been telling /er she was right. Fact
is, this freedom business went to her head. We edu-
cate women, and expect them to sew tapestry. They
won’t.

BARTLEY. [Grimly.] Isn’t there just the least bit
of difference between sewing tapestry—and taking a
lover ?

ToBY. Of course there's a difference! And I've told
you I'm not defending %er. But you’ve praised Agnes
up to the skies—Agnes, with her fatherless baby!
‘Would the parsons be less severe on her than on
Miriam ¢

BARTLEY. Agnes was free to do what she liked—
she wasn't married. [He rises.] Very well—I see
you're no use to me, Toby.

[He moves away.

ToBY. [Desperately, as he jumps up and goes after
him.] She has been a most admirable wife! No
mother could have been more devoted !
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BarTLEY. [Bitterly.] The “admirable wife” is good.
I see the humour of it.

ToBY. [Eagerly and volubly.] It's we who've been
filling them up with their rights, and all that, in the
paper. Here, in this very room! And what are
their rights, and what aren’t they? I don't know—
no one does. At any rate, they’ve never had them
since the world began, It's we men who laid down
what honour stood for—and because they were silent,
we thought they consented. But did they, ever?
Most women lie when their husbands find out—they
all lie—we force them to lie. You want to divorce
Miriam—because she—didn’t |

BarTLEY. No—she certainly did not. She told me,
in so many words, that it didn’t matter! [He gives
himaself a little shake, and goes on, more calmly and a
little wearily.] Toby, the things you've been saying
don’t help. And they are none of them true—not
one. It's not this that the paper’s been working for
—we never said men should be sheep! But I don't
want to argue—and won’t. No, no, don’t say any
more! I'll tell you about the other things you must
do for me, since you won’t help me in the divorce.

[T%e door to the right has opened, and MiriAM
has come in, while he was speaking his last
sentence. She stops, and looks at him. She
also is haggard and worn, but her manner is
perfectly calm, and betrays not the least
8ign of emotion, - '

BarTLEY. [With a frown, as he sees her.] Oh——
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Tosy. [Going eagerly to her.] Miriam——

Miniau. [Quietly, with her eyes on BARTLEY.]
Divorce ¢

TonY. Yes, that's what he wants.

Mirian. {70 BaRTLEY.] Where have you been, all
night ¢

BARTLEY. [ Fidgeting.] Oh, that doesn’t matter. Look
here, I'd rather you didn’t stop, if you don’t mind.

Muian. [Still in the same quiet tone.] I want to
speak to you, Bartley.

Tony. [Turning to the glass door.] Of course. And
I’ll leave you.

BARTLEY. [Stopping him.] No, no, I won’t have
that., If I must, I must—though I don’t know why—
but, anyhow, there’s not the least reason why you

" shouldn’t be here.

ToBY. [Releasing himself.] Oh, do be sensible!
This is quite childish. I'll go to the office, see to a
thing or two, and come back in an hour. And, if
you're still wanting a divorce, I'll tell you what you
have to do.

[He shakes BARTLEY off, and goes, through the
glass door. BARTLEY is very vexed—he
shrugs his shoulders, muttering, “If I am
still! Too ridiculous!” returns to his
table, and sits. MIRIAM sits on the sofa.
There is silence for a moment, She has her
eyes steadily fixed on BARTLEY, who is
Jidgeting with the papers before him, and
carefully avoids looking at her.
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Migriam. [Quietly.] You really want to divorce
me ¢

BartLEY. Of course, of course. That's the only
thing to do.

MiriaM, Isee. ... You came very near strangling
me last night.

BaRrTLEY. [Muttering.] I'm dreadfully sorcy. And
ashamed, of course,

Miruan. Did you really think that what I had
done deserved that ¢

BartiEy. I didn’t think at all. I was completely
off my head.

MiniaM. Or that it deserves—divorce ?

BaARTLEY. That’s what the law was made for—isn’t
it? And this is precisely a case. And anyhow, it's
no good talking about it. The point is—what are
we to do?

Miriam. Do?

BarTLEY. I mean, one of us must go away. We
can't possibly live under the same roof, can we, while
proceedings are pending ?

Miriam, You'd like me to go?

BArTLEY. I think that would be best. I'd make
everything comfortable for you, of course.

Miriam. Thank you. Where should I go?

BartrEy. I don't know—that's just the difficulty,
Your mother ¢

Miriam. [Shaking her head.] No. But I might
stay with Agnes.

BARTLEY. [Eagerly, as he looks at her for the first
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time.] That's a splendid idea. To-.day, don’t you
think ?

MiriaM. To-day %

BartLEY. Well, if you wouldn’t mind.—What's
that you're wearing round your neck ¢

MiriaM. There was a mark.

BartLEY. Oh, I'm dreadfully sorry.

Miriam, It will soon go. You'd like me to-
day
BarTLEY. That seems the simplest thing, really.

Mirmam. Perhaps. You don’t mind, of course,
taking me from my children ?

BARTLEY. We can’t help that, can we? But you
shall see them, whenever you want to.

MiriaM. Just now and again, furtively, when
you're not in the house ¢

BarTLEY. Whenever you want to—whenever you
want to.

Mirian. And if you re-married ¢

BarTLEY. Oh, that isn’t likely !

MiruaM. But if you did—another woman would
mother my babies ¢

BARTLEY. [Restlessly, as he fidgets with Ris papers
again.] All that, as I've said, can’t be helped. You
should have thought about that, before. But I'll
never re-marry—never.

MiriaM. [In the same quiet, steady voice, that never
varies.] You remember when Daphne was born ?

[BARTLEY merely gives a shrug, but doesn’t
answer, and turns to his papers.
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Mirram, The doctors gave me up, didn’t they ¢

BarTLEY. [Fretfully.] Why harrow ourselves—with
reminisocences ¢

Mirian, No. All I want to remind you is—that
I very nearly died for you—then.

BarTLEY. [More and more irritably.] It was a
dreadful time—terrible. But that’s in the past.
‘Why talk of the past ?

Mirian. For three days and nights you sat by my
bedside.

[BARTLEY fakes up a pencil fretfully, and
malkes a note on a manuscript.

Mirriaw. You sat there, holding my hand. I
thought I was dying—I was ready to die. I had
brought your child into the world.

BARTLEY. [Flinging the pencil down.] I can’t imagine
why you recall these things. They’re over and done
with. 'Why speak of them now ¢

Mieiam. Merely because I want to ask—whether
those days and nights don’t count ¢

BARTLEY. [Banging his fist on the tabls.] Count!
In Heaven’s name—for what ¢

Miriam, To-day you propose to take me away from
my children.

BarTLEY. [Dropping his papers, and bending for-
ward.] You know, this isn’t fair. And there’s no
sense in it. Do you think—after what happened
last night—that life is possible for us—on your terms
under your conditions ¢

Miriam. No. Evidently it is not,
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BarTLEY. Very well, then. Why drag up the
past ¢

Mirian. Because—it doesn’t seem to have oecurred
to you—that I am fond of my children.

BARTLEY. [Banging the table again, and springing
to his feet.] Look here, 8o am I. And they’re mine,
as much as yours. You had the pain and the suffer-
ing, a8 you brought them into the world—but I, as I
sat there, listening to every sound—I suffered as
much a8 you did—more, perhaps, because it was you
who were bearing the pain. And you forgot your
children when you fell in love—with Aim /

MiriaN. [Still with the same unruffled calm.] I
didn’t fall in love with him.

BarTLEY. Enough, at least, to give yourself to
him !

Miriam. Yes.

BARTLEY. [Violently as he faces her.] Very well
then—very well—is there any more to be said ¢

MiriaM. Bartley, do you think we women are
stocks and stones? Do you think we, like you, have
no sudden weakness, or impulse? Does that make
us vile, unfit to look after our children—does it mean
we can’t love our husband ?

BARTLEY. Yes, it does—that’s just what it does
mean! And supposing—oh, I can’t say it !

[He writhes, and turns away.

MiriaM. [Unflinchingly.] You mean, if I'd had a
child by him ¢

BABTLEY, [Breathing hard.] Yea !l
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Mirian. I didn’t want a child by him. But—if I
bhad—couldn’t you have loved it—becauss it was
mine ?

BARTLEY. [Breaking away.] My God! No! No!

Mrrian. Its being mine would have made no
difference ?

BArTLEY. None! Absolutely none!

Mirian. Well, it would have, to me. The fact of
its being your child—the child of the man I loved.
And loved, it seems, with a greater and finer love
than you ever felt for me.

BARTLEY. [Fiercely, as Re faces her again.] That's
a lie, and you know it! No man has ever loved a
woman more than I did you. Your treachery—
come, come, let us call it by its name—has been vile
and detestable. And it makes no difference, however
you gloss it over. All the things you've said make
no difference. You want me to believe in your love
for me, and to be free to give yourself to another
man, I nearly killed you for that last night—and
I'm not at all sure that you didn’t deserve to be
killed. I've always wanted women to be free—and
I do still—and by Heaven that’s why the paper shall
goon! But this sort of thing 1've kicked out—sent
it round to the dustbin—as I do to-day. And when
a woman believes in it, and advocates it—then she’s
not fit to bring up children—and deserves to be
divorced and discarded—as I divorce and discard
you!

Mirian. [Who has listened quite unmoved, the
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emotion fading out of her face] Very well—you
divoroe and discard me. What happens then $—I
mean, to me ? '

BartiEY. [Sulkily, as he goes back to his table, and
sits.] Eve can divorce Laurence—and you can marry
him,
Mirnx. [After an amazed glancs at him.] You
want me to marry Laurence ¢

BARTLEY. [Taking up & dbundle of documents and
looking at them.] That's the thing that’s usually done.

Migian. [Nodding.] I see.

BaArTLEY. And as you and he apparently think
alike on these matters, you'll have no difficulty with
him.

MiriaM. Well, of course, that will be very pleasant
and comfortable. And I suppose youll be quite
generous—as regards an allowance, and all that ¢

BarrLEY, [Still fiddling about with his papers.]
Toby can act for you, as he won’t for me.

Mirian. He won't ¥

BarTLEY. No.

Miriau. That’s a pity. But I'm sure you'll be
very generous as regards the money.

BarTLEY. That’s probably meant as a sneer. But
it doesn’t affect me. Not in the least. I've told
you, I'll make everything as smooth for you as I can.

[Mir1AM 78 about to retort, when BALDERTON
comes in. His manner is rather awkward
and constrained as he goes to BARTLEY,

BALDERTON. Parkes has'brought your clothes, sir.
r
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BarTLEY. Very well.

BarpzrToN. Is there any meesage for him, sir ?

BarTLEY. No.

BarpeetoN. Shall I bring the bag in, sir ¢

BarTiEy. Yes. No. Later.

BALDERTON. [With a little stammering hesitation.]
Mr. Targill asked me to tell you, sir, that he’s in the
office.

BarTLEY. Mr, Targill !

BaLpERTON. [Looking a irifle sheepishly at him.]
Yes, sir. He wants to know whether you'll see him
when you’re disengaged, sir.

BARTLEY. [After a moment's pause] Very well.
‘When I ring, Balderton.

BALDERTON. Yes, sir, I'll tell him.

[He goss. There is silence again. BARTLEY
Jfidgets with his papers, evidently waiting
Jor MIRIAM t0 go.

Migran. You mean to see Lim ¢

BARTLEY. [Shortly.] Yes,

Miriam. That’s much the best.

BartrEY. I have to tell him about the paper

Miriax. You want me to go ¢

BarTLEY. That seems more—decent.

MiriaM. Why ¢ Are you afraid to speak to him—
before me ¢

BARTLEY. [dngrily.] Afmd—why afraid? It’s not
that, at all. And, besides, you may be perfectly
certain I shan’t say a word that doesn’t concern the
paper. Or let him, either.
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MiriAm. In that case I might as well stay. I've
been a contributor to the paper, you know—I'd like
to hear your views. And after all, as he’s to be my
busband [BARTLEY swears under his breath, and
rings violently.] You'll tell him, won’t you, that you
mean to provide for me? Because of course I've
nothing of my own.

BarTLEY. You needn’t worry about that.

Miriax. Oh no, I don’t. Only Eve has nothing
either, you see—so he’ll have to provide for her. And
it will make matters so much <asier, won’t it, my
being a sort of—heiress?

[BARTLEY merely shrugs his'shoulders, and takes
no notice, burying himself in his papers.
LAyRENCE comes in, hurriedly and ner-
vously—he pauses for a moment on the
threshold, and seems surprised, and a little
annoyed, at seeing Mir1aM. He shuts the
door and goes quickly to BARTLEY. There
18 not the least trace of yesterday’s trucu-
lence about him, but only, as it were, an
eager and almost bashful friendliness.
Mir1AM has her back almost turned to him,
and doesn’t stir.

LAURENCE. [Eagerly.] I've come to—

BARTLEY. [Stopping him abruptly, and waving him
away.] Please sit down—over there. [He motions to
the table.] Over there. I want to speak to you about
the paper. Nothing but the paper. Please under-
stand that. [LAURENCE hasn't moved—he tries to spsak
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—BARTLEY stops him.] 8it down, sit down. Don’t
let's have a fuss. Or a scene. There was quite
enough of that last night. [LAURENGE gives o little
shrug, and goes slowly to the table—he sits, as far from
MiraM as he can, and facing BanrrLEY.] This is
merely a busineas talk. About the paper. I want it
to go on.

LAURENCE. [Scarcely above a murmur.] At least
I'm glad of that.

BarTtLeY. 7 go out of it, of course.

Laurexce. And not I't

BartLEY. [Shortly.] No.

LavurzNcE. Why ¢

BaRTLEY. That’s my affair, and we needn’t discuss
it. I turned the thing, as you know, into a small
private company. There’s quite emough working
capital—and it will soon be paying its way. I hold
nearly all the shares. I shall arrange with Toby to
have these divided among the editorial staff.

Lauzexce. Me too ¢

Bartiay. That concerns Toby. All that I agk—
and I fancy I am entitled to ask it—is that you, who
of course become editor again——

LaurenoE. [Surprised.] 1%

BartLEY. You're the only man who can do it. I'm
merely thinking about the paper. But I want it run
on my linds. They were clearly indicated ; you know
them.

LAurENCE. [Hesitating.] But —if I'm to be
Editor—
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Miriau. [Without turning her head.] He isentitled
to ask that, Laurence.

LAURENGE. [4fier a moment.] Very well. T'll do
my best.

Barrtrey. I have your distinct undertaking ?

Lavurenoce. Yes.

BarTEY. All right then, I clear out of this room
to-day. Have my name painted out of the door,
taken off the front sheet. Otherwise let everything
go on as before. You understand

LaurzNoE. Yes.

BarTLEY. [With a gesture of dismissal.] Very well.
Then that’s all we have to say to each other.

[He has scarcsly looked at LAURRNCE through
all this—mnow he definitely turns away, and
prooeeds to sort his papers.

Laurenck. Wait. There’s the money I owe you.

BarTLEY. [Without looking up.] It was all in con-
nection with the paper. And I—apologize—for
having mentioned it.

Lavrexce. [Quistly.] You needn’t. But look here
—I've a reversion. When an aunt of mine dies, I
come into a couple of thousand. B8he’s not very old,
and I don’t want her to die—but the thing has a
value. I'll have it transferred to. you.

BARTLEY. [Who Aas listened with every sign of im-
patience.] That's simply ridiculous. I didn’t know
what I was saying yesterday. And do you think I
care a hang about the money ¢
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LavRencE. But I do, I care a very great deal
And I can’t allow—

BARTLEY. [Irritably.] Oh, do stop this, please. I'm
a very rich man, and you’re & poor one, and it would
annoy me profoundly to take your reversion. Please
leave it there. I've withdrawn my remark of yester-
day—so that's ended.

LAvRENCE. But all the same——

MiriaM. [4gain without turning her head.] You
must do what he tells you, Laurence.

LAURENCE. [4fter a moment, and a rather displeased
glance at her.] Very well. I accept. But it's
generous,

BarrLEY. [Roughly.] Heavens above, I have no
wish to be generous. Please don’t imagine that. It’s
mere common sense. So that's all. Good day.

[He plunges himself into his papers. Thert is
a moment's silence. LAURENCE gets up
and turns to the door—then, impulsively,
with uncontrollable eagerness and evoite-
ment, hastens to BARTLEY.

LAURENCE. I can’t go like that—I can’t. You
evidently don’t intend to see me agai

BARTLEY. [Grimly.] You may be quite sure of ¢hat.
I wouldn’t have seen you now, only I thought ske'd
go if I did. Well, she wouldn’t.

Mirian. [Quietly.] No—I wouldn’t, 'What have
you to say, Laurence ¢

Laurence. There’s nothing I can say—except that
I never imagined—he'd take it—like this. [BarrLEY
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makes a passionate movement.] No, no,don’t be angry.
Look here, we've been friends——

BarTLRY. [Scornfully.] You!

Laurence. Yes, I. I valued your friendship. I
wouldn’t have thrown it away—for any woman in
the world.

Miriam. Thank you.

Laurence. She knows it too. I want you to know
it. Of course everything sounds ghastly when one
tries to say it.

BarTLEY. Then why try? Do you think I care?

LAURENCE. [Still hurriedly and deprecatingly.] Last
night I got angry too. But—when I came home—
and heard how anxious she wag——

MiniaM. [Almost to herself.] I had visions of him
lying in a ditch, with his throat cut.

BarTLEY. Very harrowing—very. Butmy throat’s
all right, thank you. [70 LaurENcE.] Well—haven’t
you finished ¢

Laurence. I was heart-broken, simply. I'd have
given everything in the world that this shouldn’t
have happened.

MiriaM. [Quietly.] Don’t be such a coward,
Laurence,

BarTLEY. You hear what she says? And she’s
right. Don’t be such a coward. You knew what
you were doing. It pleased you to take my wife—and
you took her. At least don’t bleat about your
friendship for me.

LaunENcE. [Wearily.] And yet it's true. The
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absurd things are true sometimes—this is. It’s
where theories come to grief. Well—I'll go.
[He turns, and moves to the door.

BartLEY. For Heaven’s sake, do. And perhaps
she will too. [He picks up his papers again.

Minian. [Quietly.] He means to divorce me,
Laurence.

LAURENCE. [A¢ the door, turning round.] What!!!

Miriam. Yes. He has made up his mind.

LAURENCE. [Hurrying excitedly to BARTLEY.] Bart-
ley, Bartley !

BARTLEY. [Violently.] Don’t addrees me like that!
And get out! It’s no business of yours!

LavuneNoE. [Quite beside himself.] Divorce hAer/
Miriam! Good Heaven—what for ¢

BarTrEY. You'll find out, later. Don’t you worry.
You'll hear,

Lavurznor. Do what you like with me. But you
oan’t—divorce Miriam !

BarTLEY, Can’t I, though—can’t I? We'll see
about that.

Laurence. The blame is all mine,

Miriam. That's not true,

BarTLEY. It doesn’t matter whether it's true or
not. It doesn’t matter in the least. And she has
told me everything—she hasn’t spared me. The rest
concerns the lawyers.

Lauvnaxox. Don’t bring them in. You can’t. And
there are her children, For this mere trifie——

BarTLEY, [Furiously.) What!
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Lavrenor. [Humbly.] I beg your pardon. I didn’t
mean that. Butlook here—we’ve discussed all this—
the position of women—over and over again—haven’t
we? FYou have. It’s not fair to look at it now—as
though we were ordinary people!

BarTLEY, I daresay you aren’t—or she, very likely
—but I am. Obh, quite. And I do the ordinary
thing. (He waves his hand in dismissal.

LAvrENcE. [Persistently.] But, Bartley, this ien’s
the ordinary thing! It’s wicked, it's monstrous!

BARTLEY. [Moving things about on his table.] I'm
sorry if it doesn’t meet with Mr. Targill's approval.
But we can’t help that—can we?

Laurancs. I'll make what amends I can. Run
the paper as you want it—do anything. Be satisfied
with that. For God’s sake, have pity !

BARTLEY. [Snarling.] For whom ¢ For her? She
doesn’t want it. For you? Why?

LAuBENCE. [In despair.] Even you've always said
in the paper that women should be free !

BarTrEY. I have—and I hope you'll go on saying
it. But that doesn’t mean we're all to turn into pigs.
And it doesn’t help women’s freedom for one friend
to betray another.

LAURsNCE. I haven't, I haven't! Oh, there are
things one can’t say, of course.

MirnaM, [Quistly,] Say what you like. I've told
him the absolute truth.

Lavurence. [Looking at her.] If she really hag—

Mirax. Oh yes.
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Lavesce. [Turning to Baxriy.] Very well then
—if you do know . . . a calamity, of course, that it
should be—you and I. That is a calamity. But,
otherwise—is it 80 very important? [BARTLEY Aowls
at him—he goes on hurriedly.] No, no, understand
me—I mean, to people like us. Because, after all,
we're not grocers, or stockbrokers !

BarrLEY. We're men—just as they are. Men—
you forgot that. And I'll act like a man. You
didn’t. You've behaved like a cur.

Mirian. [Almost critically.] That's rather absurd.

BarTLEY. It's my point of view. And I'm not
losing my temper. I just want him to know.

Lavrence. [Hotly.] That’s all right—and I don’t
mind your saying it—if that’s what you think. But
whether you're entitled to think it is quite another
matter.

BarTLEY. [Looking defiantly at him.] A cur. A
mere, pitiful cur.

Lavrence. Don’t talk such nonsense. She wanted
a lover, and I chanced to be there. That’s the whole
business.

BARTLEY. [Jumping up and yelling.] You black-
guard! Foul blackguard !

LavureNcE. [Doggedly.] I'm nothing of the sort.
You'd have done just the same. And it's all too
stupid. You haven’t bought her—you don’t lead her
about on a string!

BarTLEY. [With & violent movement, dropping the
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papers he held in his hand, and rushing round the
table,] No, no, I won’t stand that !

[MIRIAM rises, goss to the edge of the table,
and intercepts him.

Mir1au. [Soothingly.] Sit down, Bartley—sit down.
That sort of thing doesn’t help. Why can’t you talk
quietly, without calling each other names? And
you don’t want Balderton to hear. Besides, I'm
not Helen of Troy—there’s no need for blood-
shed.

BARTLEY. [Still trembling with excitement.] 1 want
him to go. If he doesn't——

MiriaM, Just one moment. Be reasonable—please
—just one moment. [BARTLEY drops exhaustedly into
his chair, muitering furiously to himself.] And you
shouldn’t say such things, Laurence. Of oourse they
provoke him,

LAURENCE. [Swlkily; he had merely shrugged his
shoulders at BARTLEY'S outburst.] I'd no wish to do
that. But look how he's treating me! And, after
all, what have I done ?

BarTLEY, Let him go, Isay! Let him go!

Miriam. [Soothingly.] He shall, in a minute.
Laurence, Bartley suggests that Eve should divorce
you, and that you should marry me.

LAURENCE. [Completsly staggered.] What!11

Migrian. [Nodding.] Yes. Eve will do anything
you tell her, youknow. And Bartley’s quite prepared
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Lavrence. Why the devil showld he wish it?
Since it's Aim you love ! '

Mirian. Well, you see, he won’t believe that.

BarTLXY. [Breaking down, dropping his hands on
the table, and his head on Ms hands.] Believe it!
Oh, I beg of you both—enough! It's more than
I can bear!

Lavesnox. [Desply moved a8 his distress, and
hastening to him.] Bartley, I see what it is. You've
a wrong idea altogether. Her pride, I suppose—
been walking on stilts, and wouldn’t come down.
But I assure you she doesn’t want you to divorce
her!

Minian. No, I don’t. And he gave me a chance
yesterday. He told me he'd forgive me if I promised
never to see you again.

LAURENOR. [Staring at her in amazement.] And
you wouldn't ¢

Miriau. Not because I was ordered to. No.

Lavurerce. But that's oo silly !

MirwaM. [Thoughtfully.] You think that ¢

Lauozexce. Of course I do! Of course! Quite
idiotic! [He turns te BARTLEY.] Of course she won't
see me again, Bartley! And, at any rate, I swear
to you I'll never see her!

{BARTLEY, his head still bowed on his hands,
mutiers incoherently, *‘ I've nothing to do
with you! I've nothing to do with you!”

Mir1aM. [After a sympathetic glance a¢é BARTLEY.]
But, Laurence—my freedom——
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LaurENcE. [Roughly.] Oh, blow your freedom !
You're his wife—and you love him! Why not do
what he asks you ¢

Mirnau. I will,

LAuRENcE. [Eagerly, to BarTLEY.] There, Bartley
—there! you hear that ¢

[BARTLEY Aalf lifts his head and looks at
Miriam.

MiriaM, [Nodding.] I say I will. I'll obey, in
every particular,

BARTLEY. [Suspiciously.] You mean that ?

Miriau. I came here to-day, intending to say it.

BarTLEY. Then why didn’t you ¢

Miriam. [Carelessly.] Oh, I meant to try first.
. . . And you seemed so set on a divorce. But I'd
rather you didn’t. 7 don’t want to be divorced, any
more than he does. Besides, you'd find it awkward
—the servants take a deal of looking after. And
the children would be a trouble. You see, they're
used to me.

BarTLEY. [Looking away from her, and almost
muditering to himself.] I don’t know whether I'm to
take this seriously.

Mirau. Oh yes—I'm quite in earnest. As Lau-
rence says, I've been wrong.

LAURENCE. [Who has moved away, and now stands
by the door to the right, muttering to himself.] 1 said
—1I said—

BarTLEY. [Still awkwardly, and without looking at
her). It's & pity you couldn’t last night . . ,

-
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Miriam. Last night I was headstrong and foolish
—undeniably foolish. You offered me your forgive-
ness last night—I beg for it now. TI'll go on my
knees, if you like. Does that satisfy you ¢

BARTLEY. [Hesitatingly.] . . . I suppose that it
must . . .

Miriau, Very well, then, And you won’t divorce
me ¢

BartrEY. .. . No. . ..

MigriaM. [Cheerfully.] Thanks very much. [She
turns, and sees LAURENCE, who 18 still standing in his
corner, not quite knowing what, to do, whether to go or
stay.] Dear me, Laurence—you still there? That
was tactless,

LAUBRENCE. [Zooking rather resentfully at her.] I'm
sorry. But I wasn’t sure whether you had quite
finished with me.

MigriaM. Oh, yes, thanks. And I'm really obliged
to you—you've been splendid. And you’ll have no
difficulty in running the paper on Bartley’s lines—you
see, you do agree with him, really.

LaureNcE. You know well enough that’s not true.
But theories and ideas go for nothing—when a man’s
suffering.

Miriam, That's what Mrs. Collins said yester-
day.

LaureNcr, I don’t know what Mrs. Collins said
yesterday. I only know that I'm not ashamed of &
single word I've said.

Miziam, [Sincerely.] No, no, why should you be$
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And I mean that—really, I do. Good-bye. My
regards to Eve.

Lavrzrox. Bartloy——

BARTLEY. [With a gesture.] Oh, go away, please!
Don’t start again—on me !

Lavurznce. No. But just this. I bear the punish-
ment—and I'm glad I do bear it. That’s all. Good-
bye.

[With a quiet look at both of them, he goes
through the door to the right.

MiriAM. [A4s she moves to the table and picks up her
bag, preparatory to leaving.] He has been very useful.
I'm afraid it wasn’t pleasant for you, his stopping
here—but I was anxious that you should know. [Ske
picks up her bag from the table.] Areyou coming home
to lunch ¢

BaARTLEY. I can’t. I've to tell Toby about the
paper.

MiriAM. Very well. You won’t be late. I've some
shopping to do this afternoon—but I'll be in to tea.
By the way, don’t forget that you've promised to
look in at Millby’s about that old silver jug—they’re
keeping it for me—the Batten girl's wedding, you
know, Make them show you the two—the one’s
fifteen guineas, and the other twelve.

[She goes to the glass door.

BARTLEY. [@etting wp and going to her.] One minute,
I don’t know what you've got at the back of your
head, But I’'m quite willing— to let bygones be

bygones, .
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Mig1aM. [A¢ the door, speaking over her shoulder.]
That’s very good of you.

Barriy. Never mind whether I'm good or not.
I'm willing to forget, that’s all.

Miziam, [With & gentle shrug.] Why not ¢

BarTrLEy. And how about you ¢

Miriam. Me? [She kalf turns round.

BarTLEY. Yes, you, All this is unnatural—first
your violent protest—and then this sudden meekness.
‘What does it mean ?

Minriam, [Quietly.] Merely that I don’t want to be
taken from my children.

BARTLEY. [Nodding.] I see. And I, I suppose,
am a brute to have suggested it ¢

Miriam. It certainly never entered my head that
you'd do that,

BarTLEY. Perhaps you'll tell me what else I could dot

MiriaM. [Turning completely round and facing
him, a note of passion coming info her voics for the
Jirst time.] What else! You were willing to drag me
to a Law-Court—and then fling me to him!

BARTLEY. [Muttering angrily.] Fling—fling—what
d’you mean, fling? All I said was——

Mirian. You were willing that I should pass out
of your life—pass out completely, as though I never
had been! You to whom I went as a girl, to whom
TI've borne children! You'd have let them cry for
me—and I not there—my two babies! And all this
because, for one moment, I had looked away—from
you!

(<}
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BARTLEY. [Angrily.] You've no right to say that,
I offered yesterday——

Mirian. I told you why I refused—let you look
into me—oh, Bartley, I told you I loved you, you
knew that I loved you—but that wasn't enough. The
years we had lived together, the memories we had in
common—all that didn’t matter. I wasto be sent
away—handed over—to the first passer-by.

BARTLEY. [Shouting.] But it’s nonsense, all this—
sheer nonsense !

Miriam, Zs it, Bartley—is it? The Law, that
youre so fond of, allows you to hit the mother
through her children. You'd have taken them from
me—because that’s the Right—of the Male . . .,
Very well—I obey. And you shall have no cause
for complaint in the future. There shall be no other
man in my life—but—neither—shall there be
you.

Barriey. [Nodding sulkily.] Yes—I'm not sur-
prised. I half expected that.

Miriam. [Passionately.] At least,s0 much of Free-
dom may be left me! I have to buy the permission
to stay with my children—I need not pay with
myself !

BarTLEY. That shall be as you will. I made no
conditions—I stick to that. Only—let me tell you—
every word you have said—is monstrously eruel and
unjust.

Miriau. [Coldly.] You think that?

BarrLEY, Most empbatically I do. In plain
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English, I've been faithful to you, and you haven’t to
me. That’s all it amounts to.

Migiau. [Sorrowfully.] Faithful, Bartley! Oh, is
there only one kind of fidelity—our miserable body !
And Aave you been faithful—you who were willing to
send me away? JYou might bave committed every
crime in the world—and I'd have stood by you!

BarTLEY. So would I — you know that — but
this——

MiriaM., Yes—this—that means so little—is the
greatest crime of all—to the Male! [Ske turns to the
door.] Well—in time you may think differently.
Time does strange things,

BazrrLEY. [Defiantly.] 1shall never think differently
—never—be quite sure of that! And these things
you've been saying—I can’t shufile words, I can't
pick up arguments—but I know they’re not true,
They’re simply not human—men and women couldn’t
go on existing—the whole world would have to change !
I've been a good husband and father—and you
weren’t content with just being my wife. You've
done wrong—and you can’t see it. That's tragedy
enough—but at least don’t think you’re entitled—to
put the blame—on me!

Miriau. [Calmly.] Let us leave it there, Bartley—
and take up our lives again, There is much we can
do. [She turns to the door.

BarTLEY, [Bitterly.] And this great love you spoke
of! 'What of that?

Misux, [Turning and looking at him.] It is there
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waiting. Itisthere! . .. [She turns from Avm, and
opens the door.] Shall I send the car for you ¢

BARTLEY. [Sulkily, as he moves away.] No, no,

Mirmam. You'll ring~if\you want it. And I shall
expect you to tea. N

[She goes, and shuts the door. BARTLEY stands
there for a moment, muttering to himself,
‘“Damned nonsense—that’s what it is—
damned nonsense!” then goes to his table,
sits, passes his hands wearily over his brow,
and rings. After a moment BALDERTON
comes in with the bag.

BaLpERTON. The clothes, sir ¢

BarTLEY. Yes.

BALDERTON. Shall I take them out, sir ¢

BarTLEY. No, no, I'll do it myself. Just put the
bag down.

BALDERTON. Very well, sir. [He crosses over and
puts the bag on a chair by the table.] Anything else,
sir ¢

BarTLEY. No, no, thanks. By the way, I'm in to
no one except Mr. Parning. You understand ¢

BarperTON. Yes, sir. Yes.

[He goes, and shuts the door, BARTLEY riscs
slowly, still muttering to himself, stretches
and yawns, goes to the bag, and begins to
take out the clothes. Thereis a knock at
the glass door, He stops, and lifts his head
sagerly. The knock i8 repeated, and EvE,
off, calls ¢ Bartley 1”
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BarTLEY. [Happily.] Eve!
[He hastens to the door and flings st open. Eve

comes in. He shuts the door, goes eagerly
%o her, and holds out both his hands.

BarTLEV., Oh, I'm so0 glad yon've come! Evel
T'm so glad !

Eve. [Shyly.] I thought you'd like——

BarTLEY. Miriam’s been here—Toby-—all telling
me I've been wrong!

Eve. I met Miriam on the stairs.

BarTLEY. Did she say anything?

Eve. No. She just smiled, and nodded.

Bartiry. You should have heard her—oh, you
should have heard her! It's I am to blame—only I
I who loved her—you know how I loved her! And
this—this! Wouldn't you have thought it im-
possible ¢

EvE. [As she sits on the sofa.] He’s my husband.

BARTLEY. [Sitting beside her.] Yes, yes, of course—
you've suffered too, Did you suspect——

EvE. [Very simply.] Oh, I knew. I always get to
know, sooner or later.

BARTLEY. [Dropping her hand.] Always! Then
there have been others!

EvE. Oh yes. Before we'd been married a year,
there was—another.

BartLEY. Evel

Eve. And there have been more—since then.

BarTLxy. And you have endured it—allowed it s
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EvE. What can one do? I've been very miserable,
of course. But it happens to so many women.

BarTLEY. And you've actually been able—to go on
seeing Miriam—although you knew . . .,

Evz. Oh yes.

BarrLEY. You could—you could—do that !

Eve. Oh, Bartley, what difference could it make—
whether I saw her, or not ¢

BarTLEY, Was that why you broke down last
night ¢

Eve. I don’t often give way. I was dreadfully
ashamed. You see, I love him.

BarTray. Notwithstanding all, you still love him $

EvE. One loves, because one loves. I suppose
women are like that. At least some women. They
just cry a little, and go on darning the children’s
clothes.

Barrixy. [Nervously.] Then you think I've been
wrong, too %

Eve. [Very earnestly.] Oh no, Bartley, I don’t. It’s
different for a man. And I'm very sorry. I told
Laurence, when he was so sure you wouldn’t
mind . . .

BartLey. He really, really could think——

Eve. Oh yes, You've no idea how unhappy he
was last night. I've never seen him so unhappy.
He has very few man friends—he has never cared for
any one as much as he does for you.

BArRTLEY. [Throwing up his hands.] That’s beyond
everything !
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Eve. You see, they're different, Miriam and he.
They’re both so clever. They talk such a lot.

BarTLEY. [Bitterly.] Yes—full of wonderful reasons
—and so forth, Well—we suffer.

Eve. It's hard on you, Bartley. You didn’t
deserve it. I'm dreadfully sorry.

BarTLEY. Miriam spoke—about you and me.

Eve. Did she? That was silly of her.

BartLEY. Not suggesting anything, of course—but
merely saying that if it Aad been——

Eve. I daresay. That’s how they feel—they don't
quite understand. Laurence always tells me I'm as
free as he is. That he wouldn't blame me. And,
really, I don’t think he would,

BarTLEY. Well, of course, he can’t love you.

EvE. Oh yes, he does, in his way. More than any
of the others, I'm sure. But men like him can’t
really love any woman, They put them into their
books, they get a great deal out of them. And I
believe that's why he attracts women—because he
can’t love them., He always comes back—to me,

BarTLEY. And that satisfies you ?

EvE. What can one do? It was very hard, at
first. I found out, quite by chance.

BarTLEY. And he wouldn’t give her up ?

Eve. He swore that he would—but he didn’t, of
course. And, as I've said, there've been others, since
then. And will be more. I sometimes think I'd like
to have their photographs—and keep them in &
special album. It would have to be quite a large one.
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Barrixy. You take it like that$

Evz. It's the best way, isn’t it? Happier for the
children.

BarTLEY. And you—you—though he told you you
were free—you've always been content ¢

EvE. Oh, yes. You see, I'm different.

BarriEy.' [With @ nod.] Yes. You are the—old-
fashioned woman.

EvE. I'm not old-fashioned or new-fashioned—I'm
just—Ilike that,

BarTLEY, What do you mean ¢

Eve. [Shaking her head.] I don’t know. But, what-
ever they do, or laws that they make, there’ll always
be some in whose life there’ll be only one man,
‘Women like me.

BarTLEY. [Earnestly.] Yes—I believe that. And
that’'s why I want the paper to go on.

Eve. It is going on ¢

BarTLEY. Yes. He'll be editor again,

EvE. Oh, I'm glad.

BarTLEY. Just because of him ?

EveE. Not only that. It does good. There are
many women it helps.

BArTLEY. I'm going out of it, Eve. And Miriam,
She has consented to give him up.

Eve. Of course.

BARTLEY. [Grumbling.] Oh, there wasn’t so much
¢ of course ” about it. She gives me up too.

EvE. Does she ¢

BarTLEY. Yes. 'What do you think of that ¢
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Eve. I don’t know. I dare say she'll come back,
as he does.

BarTLEY. You imagine I'll wait?

Eve. I suppose so. Yes.

Bartiey. Well, I won’t. I'll go away.

EvE. Where?

BarTLEY. Oh, anywhere. I'll go and work. Do
something.

EvE. You'll come back, Bartley ?

BarTLEY. Of course I'll come back to my children.
But I've lost my faith, Eve. The paper shall go on
—yes—because that wasn’t what we were working for.

Eve. Yes, it was.

BarTLEY. What do you mean ?

Eve. You can’t make women free in one way
and not in another. [She rises.] Well, I must go
home.

BARTLEY. [Rising with her.] Why ?

Eve. Laurence is lunching at home, and he likes
me to be there. Especially when he’s upeet.

BarTLEY. Notwithstanding everything, notwith-
standing everything, you always do what he wants?

EvE. [Very simply.] Oh, yes. And if I were you,
Bartley, I wouldn't go away. Why should you?
You can work here just as well. And the children
would miss you. And Miriam loves you, you know,
She has only done this because she's so clever.

BARTLEY. [Going fo the glass door with her—opening
it, then suddenly stopping.] Eve—just tell me—you
don’t think I've been wrong ?

H






